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GUN SHOT 


Story Time 
n cold dream, 


killer i 
holding your lover's throat. 
Say, Dad, how about a ride to hell 


her Belt? 


With the leat 
der trash can, 


Leave money un 
wait across the street, 
Dr. Heroin 
high on Crystal 
wil numb headache. 
Simon say, 
“Shut Up, 
Sit Down, 
Jurnon bro 


Amazing - 28 
inflicted to neck and stomach 


and not one complaint of pain. 
Bullets are heard, felt 

by children selling dope 

to support alcoholics. 

Oral sex in the 90's 

is like licking the inside 

of a body bag. 
Vultures flying in your mind, 
waiting for that last high. 

Hold your breathe and scream. 
Pale moon hanging low, 

AIDS sick 

you should have seen 

it swallow daylight, 

the world fell onto its knees, 
wept war in the Middle East. 
Nailed on wooden cross 

for sin, 

stabbed in back fora dollar. 
7-11 coffee thrown onto wino 
asleep in front of condo; 

Go on in, its safe, 

he awoke, left drunk. 

Tie up your wife, 

she taped the infant’s mouth, 
said: “she needed sleep.” 


ken TV.” 
knife stabs 


Black riot boots 


kicking psychedelic Hippies 
protesting Peace. 


Hot arr, 
dancing to sirens 
no time to wipe sweat, 

cops have you on the run. 
why did you drop the dog 
from the window? 

Needle tracks on dirty arms 
prove you're inhuman. 

God shoved the sun down 
Mother nature’s Throat, 

her remains have been, 

in the local news: 

“Blood Shot Eye In Sky.” 
Kittens put to sleep 

in lost and found. 

Wounded rainbow 

bleeding onto soldiers, 
Phone call. 

Wake up choking, 

it’s a wrong number 
whispering your name, 
tween heavy breathing. 


, 


in be 
No need to cry 

your baby died at birth, 

Now please pay the hospital bill. 
Unemployed for 

sexually reyecting the boss. 

It pays to have large breasts 
One-eyed rapist 

masturbating in church, 

knows this... 

He prays 

to find your address. 

Cancer in your lungs— 

Quick, hang yourself! 

On second thought, 

forget using rope, 

There’s a naked stranger 
holding a gun 


in your bedroom closet. 
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CONTENT MOMENTS 


Felt content, 

lying beneath Portland, Maine cemetery trees. 
Eve, next to my combat boots, 

holding flashlight, painting oil canvas. 


Felt content, 
traveling homeless with Eve through South, 
selling poetry. 


Felt content, 

parked along Arizona freeway 

wilted, red rose on dashboard. 

Eve’s soft snore and rain tapping roof. 


Felt content, 

cooking beans in beach cave 
Holding Eve’s hand, 

sun melting in Santa Cruz ocean. 


awe 


ELVIS UPDATE 


Elvis has been seen. 

Don’t give me any shit about him being dead. 

He's fat, old and very much alive. 

I should know, he drove me home. No kidding. 

There I was hitchhiking on the Massachusetts’s Turnpike, 
complaining about the cold, 

when a gold-painted BMW pulled over to a curb 

and I heard a southern accent say, “Get in!” 

On first glance I thought the dnver was a snowman 
with yellow hair 

On closer examination, and half a joint later 

I discovered it was Elvis Presley, 

wearing a urine stained sheet on his way to a Halloween party. 
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INVISIBLE 


You're invisible, consuming alcohol and drugs daily for years. 
Why stop the fun? 
Addiction is a party. 


Denial is a waltz. 
You're the host, 
entertain me— 
Use magic. 


Jack Daniels bottle 
Presto! It’s disappeared. 
Success is the color of your skin, red. 


In rehab, jail, or a coffin. 

Top forty sounds like opera. 

Good thing you're stoned deaf! 

The roof of your skull 

must be rubber. 

If not, explain when you smoke pot 
how you refrain from 

smashing open the head of your soul. 


Life is a bedroom. 
Sobriety is a rapist. 


Wipe the blood from your ass, it’s happy hour. 
Time hr strangers 

to explain 

last night’s blackout. 

What part of the floor broke your nose? 

Place the embarrassment 

in your back pocket. 

Running low on speed 

feels like plastic 

high heels digging in your spine. 


] respect your lies, 

at least you're honest. 
Driving a school bus, 
wondering what 
condition your 

liver is in. 
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ASK AUNT BETSY, PART ONE 


Dear Aunt Betsy: 
Shooting a porno my cock got stuck 
between an actress’s ribs, breaking three. 


Does this typecast me for S & M films? 
Extremely confused, 
John Holmes 
New York City 


Dear John: 
Love the way your ass moves with 


that shitty music. Getting to the point, 
I suggest sticking with soft porn. 
If your partner complains, 
Shove that tree down her throat. 
Love, Aunt Betsy 


Dear Aunt Betsy: 

My imagination is trying to kill me. 

I haven’t slept for days. 

Recently I thumbtacked a news clipping 

of Mike Tyson at his rape trial over my bed. 

Whenever I drift off to sleep Mike’s photo punches me. 
In need of sleep, 
Name withheld 
Palm Beach, Florida 


Dear Anonymous: 

I recommend you place Mike Tyson’s photo 

in a dresser drawer, along with a prison photo. 
Naughty Night 
Love Aunt Betsy 
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ASK AUNT BETSY, PART ONE 


Dear Aunt Betsy: 
Shooting a porno my cock got stuck 
between an actress's ribs, breaking three. 
Does this typecast me for S & M films? 

Extremely confused, 

John Holmes 

New York City 


Dear John: . 
Love the way your ass moves with 


that shitty music. Getting to the point, 
I suggest sticking with soft porn. 
If your partner complains, 
shove that tree down her throat. 
Love, Aunt Betsy 


Dear Aunt Betsy: 

My imagination is trying to kill me. 

I haven't slept for days. 

Recently | thumbtacked a news clipping 

of Mike Tyson at his rape trial over my bed. 

Whenever I drift off to sleep Mike’s photo punches me. 
In need of sleep, 
Name withheld 
Palm Beach, Florida 


Dear Anonymous: 

I recommend you place Mike Tyson's photo 

in a dresser drawer, along with a prison photo. 
Naughty Night 
Love Aunt Betsy 
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TOOTHLESS WORLD 


In a world without any nice, white, shiny teeth 
panhandlers sucking in half their faces ¥ 
would mumble “Gimme a fuckin’ quarter: 
Prostitutes would gum you for $20.00. 

Stores would have a hard time 

keeping blenders in stock. 


In a toothless world, 
it would be considered rude to laugh, cry, talk, ete. 


unless you first covered your dry lips. 


In a world without any teeth . 
denture wearers would be considered 


a public nuisance, an outcast, a punk, 
a threat to the norm. 


ner 


Morning light is a woman, 
walking towards my bedroom window, 
wiping blood stained knife on blue dress. 


Between her legs in the distance 
I see that she has stabbed and skinned the night. 


Late afternoon dusk is a man, 
walking behind sunlight 
facing my back porch, 
holding an axe in both hands 
over its head, 

chopping remaining sunlight 
into many small pieces, 
placing the pieces into 

black jean pockets. 


Wrestling match... 
Youths bedroom, rock posters, Rap music. 

Addiction standing in far corner, flexing rough fingers. 
Getting psyched to break bones. 

Youth on floor, rolling joint, 

thinking he’s stronger than the champ. 

Sound of Bic lighter, addiction leaping from corner, 
smashing youths face with boot. 

Stoned youth, fantasizing he’s on the radio, 

playing electric guitar. 

Addiction hopping around room, waving arms frantically 
flashing victorious smile. 


MIAMI 1984 


Clean air and sunshine 

have boycotted the inner city. 

This is Miami. 

You need more than a gun to survive, 


being invisible would help. 
Biscayne Boulevard is a five mile playground 


infested with 11 year-olds shooting drugs, 
prostituting, stealing cars, 
doing whatever it takes 

to stay away from Christianity 
Negros and cockroaches doing time, 
in Liberty City’s projects. 

Marijuana is affordable in Liberty City. 

You can see THC residue in pregnant eyes, 

mother of three, throwing herself against used furniture 

to prevent another hungry mouth. 

Been to Miami Beach yet? 

Quick, grab a towel and hurry 

before the rich turn the sand into private property. 

Once you step barefoot onto empty crack vials or used syringes, 

I’m sure you'll understand why the Atlantic Ocean tried to crawl away. 


After delivering TVs for a year, 
I traded Miami palm trees and police sirens 


for the boredom of Maine. 
To this day I miss the filth and hot weather. 


From behind bars on my apartment windows, 

I witnessed people die in the street. 

At 20, I stood in a dry pool of blood 

where a Mexican man died, 

jumping off a high-rise parking garage 

across the street from my building. 

Same night I wondered if the man’s spirit 

made it out of the city, 

although I doubt it, because for a brief moment, 
] felt something moving under my combat boots. 
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and leather belts. 
doing hard time, 


spired by a black man on 20/20, who fought in Vietnam 


} san Ban 
This poem wa came home abandoned by the military and became 


and Desert Storm, | 
homeless in New York City. 


TIMES ARE TOUGH 


Join the military. 
Join the military. 

Go to war. 

Go to war. 

Get shot. 

Get shot. 

Bleed for democracy. 


Bleed for higher taxes. 
Come home. 

Come home soldier. 

With a purple heart. 

Live on the street. 

Live on the street soldier. 

Exchange battle stories 

with Vietnam vets. 

Ask me to be proud. 

Ask me to be proud soldier, 

And I'll spit in your face 

‘cause that’s the respect around here. 
Times are tough 

Times are tough soldier. 

Look around. See that youth 

on the corner selling drugs. 

That’s your son soldier. 

That's your son selling PCP, 

You lost your mind, child and civic pride 
for politics, soldier. 

Don’t ask me for a quarter. 

Don’t ask me for a quarter soldier. 


Times are tough. 
kek 


WITHDRAWALS {726 


Third time, 

delivered handcuffed 

inside caged van. 

Familiar Sheriff, 

following my heels 

climbing cement stairs. 
Hearing a bell ring. 

Entering yellow steel doors. 
Reading bold black letters, 
“Augusta State Mental Health.” 
Rubbing sore wnsts, 
autographing detox registrar. 
Grinding teeth, 

feeling as if I were 

about to be pushed 

into an elevator shaft. 

Back pain, 

nose and eyes dripping, 
clutching fists. 

Realizing my mind 

is going to come 

crashing down 

off drugs. 

Led to bed, perspiring. 
Mental health worker 

in doorway, 

holding clipboard. Watching me... 
coughing, spitting, shaking, moaning. 
Begging to be kept awake, 
fearing I might wake 

tied to a stretcher, 

unable to scratch 

nerves. 
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LIGHT UP 


Hangman’s noose 
in Sunday’s Paper eer 
wrap the picture around your imagination 
and fall into a blackout. 

You don’t have to walk far to die, 
alcoholism is digging a shallow grave 


on your face. 
How much did you pay your spirit to leave you 


alone in darkness? 
Feeling numb, apologizing to a 
stuffed cat, torn in pieces, 


under your feet. 
Sounds like childhood, doesn’t it? 


Remember the leather belt. 


The religion. 
The stepparents who threw you out at age fourteen 


for not having the same blood. 
Sleeping in cars, doorways, panhandling, shoplifting... 
Sucking dick to afford dope. 

Better to spit it out and light up, 

Then remember your first lover who died in fire. 
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RENT N EAR 


Where, other than a psychiatrist's office can you talk freely about yourself 
without a friend interrupting. 

My apartment of course. 

Thinking of loaning my ear for a small fee. 

The objective at Rent N Ear 

is to allow customers to be self-centered. 

If the customer wishes a larger audience, 

I'll simply splice into neighborhood power lines. 

It’ll take hours to locate my transmitter. 

Meanwhile, your face, your art, your problems, 

you, you, you will interrupt “Married with Children.” 
Might I suggest you relax 

nude on a leather couch. 

How’s about wearing a Halloween costume of some sort. 
The decision is yours. 

] can maintain a straight face. 

I'm a professional listener, 


strictly confidential. 
have you recently painted, written, stolen, killed, 
drove an expensive automobile, dreamed something you're proud of. 


My task is not to question. 
Simply to nod, compliment, and occasionally clap. 


most important, 
] am emotionally detached, friendly, patient. 


I am here waiting for you. 


Besides working around the clock at Rent N Ear 
I am also briskly helping smokers quit. 


| have developed a new technique. 
Simply swallow a blue capsule containing P.C.P. 


Wait 30 minutes for the P.C.P. to kick in. 


A little coaxing on my part, 
holding a cigarette in front of the smoker's nose. 


The smell of tar and nicotine 


interweaving with my voice 
directing the smoker to look deep into the cigarette 


allows the smoker’s imagination 

to experience the realm 

of a Pall Mall cigarette. 

The heat of a flame 

drawing closer to the smoker's face 

is truly frightening. 

The smoker actually believes that they are trapped 
inside the cigarette. 

The trick is, 

next time the smoker goes to light up 
they will feel claustrophobic. 

So far, I have helped thousands quit. 
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t unl their flesh 1s decomposed 


Wonder if the dead have to wal 


before releasing the spint. 
Just in case, I’m bringing 4 ° ¥- 


eve 


Spring time 
was found early this moming 
lying in a ditch = 
beaten beyond recognition. 


tee 


Drunk derelict, head resting on frozen diaper. 


eee 


Fat woman sucking her husband's cock 
wondering if it will ever get hard. 

He is wondering 

if she will ever lose weight. 


rat 


He broke in, she phoned 911. 
He raped her, she redialed. 


If South Boston were a blank postcard 
I would draw an American flag on it 


and burm it! 


ren 


Dead mosquito on my index finger 
left the impression 

it’s going to reincarnate 

lower than a germ, 

and shit in my food. 


Mother dressed her son in a superman 
costume and pushed him off a roof. 


wee 


No school today 
due to bomb threat 
Thanks, Dad. 


ter 


It hurts to hear your leaving. 

It hurts to see you go. 

It hurts to tell you so. 

It hurts to think I will always be alone. 
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VOUT HOUSE 


February, 17h! 

Lioed four montis iv-house where hippies 

indaiined (Re Grsé floor. 

Siinhends, duathmuker, second Hoor. 

Slepe ay closet! ism the metalltead’s room. 

Clisefi cfured ao more spuce tam sleeping bay, cassette plaver. 
[f pow theupitt reading, Stephem Kang was horrifying... 

Tew reading sudan by candie in a black. painted closet. 

§ said read, not practice. 

Besides drummer FOR Portland, Maine's punk rock group, 


[INTENSE VONETONG 
Thre hundred pound metalhead, nicknamed Vormt Master, 


aise amateur photographer, 


pietograpbed my ex-giritmend nude, shoving drumsticks, 


i) 


sumiat, stand im her vayinw and rectum. 
Get proof, cclered photos. 


AND SO, the gril wasa't Eve. 
Acyway, [ets reminisce about detectives who came inguiring about minors 


(hat may be furking wv the Voonat Master's studio 

ev ndulny im alxehol and narcotics. 

Find:ng nvither, am outraged), fat detechve tore NM(DC’s pester off Amy's door. 
VOC os a hard-core band. MDC stands for a Million Dead Cops 

Gond thing, Amy, deatirocker, aged fifteen, part-hme proshtute and shop- 
liter, went to the Mai with INTENSE VOMITINC’'s lead singer. 

Sick Fick, @ polite skinhead, threw me around the kitchen: cause [ accidentally 
fet fis cat out, same day he was fired. 

Sick Fick’s tattcoed knuckles fult safer thar: witnessing Bruce, skinhead, age 
eziteen, wearmy aroty clothes, holding authentic sawed-off shotgun, 
screarumy “Some motherfucker punted my G.L Joe black.” 


ASmays Pargry 
[2 was useless trying to maintain. food in reach af ten individuals. 
Always coid — Coniin’t aftord to heat nine rooms including large cellar. 


Perfect for band practice, if it weren't for neighbors constantly phoning “911.” 
Diurne, Vexicam sculptor, visinng from Eoston on my twenty-third birthday 


give me coral sex. 

Dice had a missing breast 

Said she lost it i am auto accident. 

On a FealtSier ects, ased a condom 

Dwere’s mouth felt hke a hundred beaut.fol breasts. 

Never forget hanging out with roommates im a cemetery throwing snowballs, 
plring tag, eimbing a tree, fearing a spit might push me dowm 
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ATTENTION 


Attention: Hardworking, American women, 
] have gathered you here around a walter 
cooler to discuss sexual harassment on 

the job. 

If your employer gives you a compli 
on your tight dress, 
what's the big deal? 

What are you complaining 
If the boss threatens to fire you 
unless you suck his cock 

that’s something completely different. 
It’s called blackmail. 

And I suggest you bring a gun to work. 
Apparently, you women are working too hard 
and misinterpret a compliment for blackmail. 
After all, your employer has human emotions. 
Now, if you will kindly shut the fuck up 

and get back to work. 

Thank you. 


ment 


about? 


Attention: Couch potatoes 
and those of you 

picking your nose 

stuck in traffic, 

listening to the radio. 

What's the big mystery, So intriguing, 
about men sleeping with men? 
They’ve been doing it for centuries. 
Now they’re on talk shows, 
ranting and raving, 

wanting to adopt children 

you don’t want. 

Attention: Marijuana smokers. 

I realize long-term users 

will disagree THC is addictive, 
shortens the attention span, 

erases the memory, 

effects the nervous system. 

Yes, I realize this. 
So I’ll make this short and to the joint. 
HA, HA, get it, the joint? 
What was I going to write? 


ah, Dick and Jan 
have been high for so long 
that they have forgotten what it’s like 
to laugh and cry without the use of gra. 
The day Dick and Jan got busted at scho, 
for selling drugs to 4 student cop 
Jan sat in the back of a hot squad car 
and admitted to herself 
she has tried 

numerous times 

to refrain from 

smoking pot and 

has failed. 

Jan also 

worried Dick 

would try and 

talk her from 

going, into 

a rehab. 

Dick has gotten 

real good at 

rationalizing 

why he hangs 

with people he hates 

who get him 

high- 

listening to 

him complain- 

how a high 

school 

sweatheart 

abandoned him 

and married her 

rehab counselor 


Rak 
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ATTENTION 


Attention: Hardworking, American women, 
| have gathered you here around a waler 
cooler to discuss sexual harassment On 

the job. 
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ely different. 


Attention: Couch potatoes 
and those of you 
picking your nose 
stuck in traffic, 
listening to the radio. 
What's the big mystery, 5° intriguing, 
about men sleeping with men? 
They‘ve been doing it for centuries. 
Now they’re on talk shows, 
ranting and raving, 
wanting to adopt children 
you don’t want. 
‘Attention: Marijuana smokers. 
I realize long-term users 
will disagree THC is addictive, 
shortens the attention span, 
erases the memory, 
effects the nervous system. 
Yes, I realize this. 
So I'll make this short and to the joint. 
HA, HA, get it, the joint? 
What was I going to write? 


Dick and Jan 


have been high forso long 
that they have forgotten what it's like 
to laugh and cry without the use of grass, 


The day Dick and Jan got busted at schoo} 
for selling drugs to a student cop 
Jan sat in the back of a hot squad car 
and admitted to herself 
she has tried 
numerous times 
to refrain from 
smoking pot and 
has failed. 
Jan also 
worried Dick 
would try and 
talk her from 
going into 
a rehab. 
Dick has gotten 
real good at 
rationalizing 
why he hangs 
with people he hates 
who get him 
high- 
listening to 
him complain- 
how a high 
school 
sweatheart 
abandoned him 
and married her 
rehab counselor 


Rak 


Oh yeah, 


200 YEARS AGO 


200 years ago 

If you were a beautiful Indian with large breasts 
visiting my teepee, 
I would politely nod “Hello” 

and remove a small burlap bag containing crack cocaine 
from beneath a black buffalo rug. 

200 years ago 

if you were to smile 

and place crack onto a hollow chicken bone 


I would stare at a bow and arrow 

next to my filthy feet, 

pretending not to notice 

your eyes watering, face changing colors, 
nude body stiff and tense 

struggling to maintain the smoke in your lungs. 
200 years ago 

if you were to hold my hand 

and whisper you’re going to reincarnate until 
you invent a telephone 

and shit on the moon, 

I would have believed the crack you inhaled 
shot, stabbed, and torched your soul. 


The modern world now has telephones 
and humans have managed to squat on the moon 


leaving a trail of used toilet paper. 


It's strange 
we don’t know one another 


and yet 
] sense we shared crack in a teepee 


200 years ago. 
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SWEETZER’S CHILDREN HOME AND KELLY 


Age 12 to 14 
1 dwelled in a group ho 
To ease boredom, I'd rea 
Always dreamed someday to become 
and write about child abuse 
I received from seven different staff members 

in Saco, Maine. 
deco felt a laundry closet I was locked in, 


There were days I reme 
f a silent fren 
aes th torn clothing 


who I would occaisionally welcome wi 


and a black eye, 
sitting three to four hours in darkness. 


Darkness is safer than going to school 
a special school catering to hyper delinquents, 
a school where orange juice was thrown in my eyes. 


Before I understood what was happening and who to hit, 

a workshop teacher pinned my shoulders 

and began to smash my skull on concrete, 

unti! | begged for my silent friend. 

Within a week I was stabbed twice by students clutching pencils. 
I ripped braces off a kid’s face 


after he picked a fight 
complaining I gave his girlfriend a bloody nose. Damn right I did! 


Lost my virginity to the same redhead on a camping tmp. 
Kelly would rub my cock while we watched TV. 
If we were caught, Kelly would lie to the staff 


saying I forced her. 
“Yeah baby, I’m into the Dukes of Harzard and fat fingers.” 


If | had a dollar for all the hours 
I stood in corners, thanks to Kelly’s big mouth. 


Id be rich. 
Years later in Portland, Maine, 
Kelly and some metal-head guy in a red Toyota picked me up hitchhiking. 


Kelly was still fat, 
gossiping about who did what, twelve years ago. 


I] should have punched her. 


id the Hardy boys and Alfred Hitchcock 


a writer 


THE 90's The same way your son 
used the .38 special 

you gave him on his 21st birthday. 

‘After he lost his fiance to another woman 

he went to the boys club, 

blew his brains out. 

Left a note in my mailbox 


Emergency sirens are music, 
volume set on screaming. 

A familiar tune in the mind of 
an unemployed stockbroker, 


on his hands and knees in puke 

doing the wino waltz. I understand...this is the nineties, 

Got a dime? pick a city flower, pay a fine. 

Got the time? Derelict asleep in abandoned building, 
Got a home? beaten and arrested for trespassing. 
It’s illegal to sleep on the street. There is no hope left in this planet 
Hey man, remove your filthy fingers some fool stole the letter “H” 

from that high school girl’s crotch. in the word HOPE and replaced it 
She’s a boy, feel the bulge? with a “D.” 


Makes you wish you had a cunt. 

Don’t sweat it, shut up and suck it. 
That's right, bend over, 

pretend you're a towel 

hanging on a clothes line 

swinging back and forth in warm wind. 
Grab a kitchen knife and 

go to liquor store. 

Take a shortcut through 

tall grass field 

cluttered with broken furniture 
leading to brick alley. 

Ignore thick smoke, 

steaming out third floor open window. 
It’s only a plastic doll, 

a six year old placed in an oven 

to stop the doll from talking. 

The urge to drink pushes you forward. 
Head first into the stomach 

of a Mexican woman missing teeth, 
demanding you give her 

your disability check. 

She knows how to use you. 


SENTIMENTAL BULLSHIT | 


The loneliness in me . 

has learned to play the violin. 

The music on my breath | 

is the same tune 

they scream in a burn ward. 
unt me. 


mental as the years ta 


k with your name, 
e in a dream. 


I'm turning senti 
I filled a noteboo 
Hoping you will visit m 


If you were to remove your shoes 


and stand on my lungs os 
you will see black balloons drifting throug 


h my mind. 


I’m gonna go out there 
and teach the moon 

to caress your thighs 
while you sleep. 


My heart is a seagull covered in oil. 


#378 PINE STREET 


The run down apartment in South Boston 
had a haunted bedroom, 
where-in a large closet 


fading yellow wall paper 
would constantly cough and occasionally sneeze. 
ted complex 


The Spanish landlord who leased me the haun 
rolled a joint and explained the last tenant, 
released from an asylum, starved himself in the closet. 
“Azamonia is what killed him.” - 

“No shit!” I laughed, burning my fingers on the joint. 

“Ya want sleep, Empty a bottle of Nyquil 

onto zee closet floor,” 

instructed my landlord. 
Needless to say, Boston housing and Nyquil is expensive. 
I stayed in the haunted apartment exactly six months 


with all the lights constantly on. 

The Spanish pot smoking rent collector 

didn’t fix a damn thing, 

and the closet walls 

kept on coughing and coughing and coughing, 


occasionally sneezing. 
ark 


RAZOR SCAR SECRETS 


Elizabeth is incredible. 

She confessed to me 

she dabbled in S & M, 

and had a fist shoved in her ass. 
At sixteen a cop hit me in the face 
with a gold plated pen, 

then tried dragging me 

from the room by my hair, 

while ] was handcuffed to a wall. 


Boston Greyhound... 
Junkie couple showed me 


their methadone ID cards. 
She was a strip dancer, he was an unemployed dishwasher. 


As a child, 
my stepmom made me wear mittens 


indoors and out, 
reventing me from sucking my index finger. 


She also dipped my finger in hot sauce, 
thinking it would work, WRONG! 

It’s been 29 years and I’m still sucking. 

Talked to my ex-girlfriend for the last time 

on a hill in Portland, Maine. 

Cindy told me in two days she would be eighteen, 


and off parole. 
Said she was retuming to California, 
couldn't wait to stick another needle in her arm. 


Cindy died in a fire on her eighteenth birthday 
with some guy in Portland, Maine. 

Chicago Greyhound bathroom stall doors 

have been removed, 

absolutely no privacy. 

There I was, shitting. 


An old man in a business suit 
standing at a urinal, head tuned sideways, 


whacking off, watching me. 
I threw a lit cigarette at him. Cursing me, 

he turns his head toward a colored man 

combing his hair. 

The old man continued to beat his meat. 

Myself and three punk rock friends 

in San Francisco, 

Were across the street from an expensive hotel, 
where we all flipped Donny Osmond the middle finger. 
Donny took the hostility with humor, 

flashing those big white shiny teeth of his. 

Held up an arm as if to say, 

“Yeah, kids, I’m cool, 

and so is this model 

under my arm, wearing a ton of cosmetics, 

bought and paid for, thanks 

to your parents.” 


aht 


EARTH DAY 1999 


Earth Day. 
A day for standing around 


drinking concentrated 
orange juice in recyclable cups: 

Earth Day, 

A day for speeches 

on how YOU can save 

the environment. 

Yeah. Earth Day. 

I went and participated 

in a rally, 

in Portland, Maine. 

Never felt so sad 

in all my 26 years, 

witnessing all those pregnant mothers 
surrounded by small children. — 

An ugly woman with tits hanging 

down to her knees tried 

selling me a “Save the Rainforest” 
bumper sticker. I declined the offer, 
although J purchased an artificial 

blue flower off a blonde boy 

for a dollar. 

Wandering around, I sold poetry 

to a man who introduced himself 

as Bill, a local auto mechanic. 

Bill’s wool sweater and jeans 

looked as if he had gone 

swimming in a polluted ocean. 

Bill predicted, “Long after 

we're all dead and gone, 

the planet will heal itself.” 

Boredom turned my head sideways 
toward a portable stage. 

Quicker than an individual 

hollering, “Get the fuck off that stage.” 
I had turned on the P.A. and proceeded 
to yell in the microphone.” 

“You optimists have nerve breeding children, 
dreaming things are going to get better.” 
Right before ] was going to say, 

“You call yourself concerned parents?” 
two large college students knocked the wind 
out of me and threw me off the university lawn. 


Earth Day. 
A day for toxic companies 
to continue operating. 


kar 


EARTH DAY 199° 


Earth Day. 
A day for standing around 


drinking concentrated 
orange juice in recyclable cup>- 

Earth Day, 

A day for speeches 

on how YOU can save 

the environment. 

Yeah. Earth Day. 

I went and participated 

in a rally, 

in Portland, Maine. 

Never felt so sad 

in all my 26 years, 

witnessing all those pregnant mothers 
surrounded by small children. — 

An ugly woman with tits hanging 

down to her knees tried 

selling me a “Save the Rainforest’ 
bumper sticker. I declined the offer, 
although I purchased an artificial 

blue flower off a blonde boy 

for a dollar.. 

Wandering around, I sold poetry 

to a man who introduced himself 

as Bill, a local auto mechanic. 

Bill’s wool sweater and jeans 

looked as if he had gone 

swimming in a polluted ocean. 

Bill predicted, “Long after 

we're all dead and gone, 

the planet will heal itself.” 

Boredom turned my head sideways 
toward a portable stage. 

Quicker than an individual 

hollering, “Get the fuck off that stage.” 
I had turned on the P.A. and proceeded 
to yell in the microphone.” 

“You optimists have nerve breeding children, 
dreaming things are going to get better.” 
Right before I was going to say, 

“You call yourself concerned parents?” 
two large college students knocked the wind 
out of me and threw me off the university lawn. 


Earth Day. 
A day for toxic companies 
to continue operating. 


wae 


POST CARD 
FROM WOMAN IN HEAVEN 


Dear Frank, 


My plane arrived two weeks ago. 
the weather has been fine. 

I’ve lost 15 pounds and can finally fit 

into that tight black mini-skirt. 

Love the way my ass feels without underwear. 

I’m going dancing tonight. 

Gonna find me a punk rock angel to swallow, 

including purple halo and safety pin wings. 

Death sure makes a girl horny. 

Your friend Blue from Miami misses you. 

And so do I. 

Frank, you were right about two things in my life: 

There is a God, and yes, he has sympathy for the criminally insane. 
Your friend Blue borrowed a yellow Cadillac 

and refuses to tell Christ where it is. 

Rumor has it Blue drove to Hell and traded it for drugs. 


Blue certainly is an oddball. 
Blue stuck a Barbie doll, wearing a used band-aid, 


in my refrigerator. 
Blue said all her childhood, kids treated Barbie better than her. 


Blue said it’s time for Barbie to catch pneumonia, silly girl. 
Well, I’ve got to go shit, shower, and phone a cab. 


Love ya, 
Sarah 


wahk 


“prank, you 


mind and body fascinates Me” 
r vo 


. , Dahmer 
Door slamming shut Jeffrey qinadream. . 
in my head. whispere™ wer drill against my skull, 
Heavy footsteps Holding 4 E 
running Dahmer have a taste?” 
downstairs in my throat. «Mind if aid answer “No, 
Cold hands Before | co ked out of his apartment, 
turning knobs and run see red me to hurry up 
on my emotions. Dahmer orde coke and rum 
The memory of a failed and drink oe with sleeping, pills. 
relationship that he had la Frank,” Dahmer said, 
and dry tears “Don’t worry, hand on my shoulder, 
rising into my eyes placing @ nee a thing.” 
Where they will burn “You won't fee ie 
until I stop Dahmer was COM” ed h fo hea 

shed, happy to be aliy 

thinking of you. ] awoke feeling refre €. 


3 AM 


FLIPPER is on the radio. 4 
I wanna write until the suns bald hea 


appears in the sky. 


6 AM 

I’m gonna close my eyes 

and smash the suns skull apart. 

Good golly - 6 AM already . 
Where the fuck is that sledgehammer: 


I’m exhausted. 
Orange sky line 
sinking 

beyond 

wooden posts 
surrounding apple orchard 
Coo] shadows 
Parachuting off 

oak branches. 

Hands clutching 

dry leaves. 

Light wind 

sailing across 

bare shoulders 
moving rhythmically 
with heavy breathing. 


wht 


beavis and punk-he 


GiNo 9S 


WOULD YOU? 


Would you p 
album recorde 
who kidnapped Mich 
forced him to sing “Beat It"? 


Would you party 
if they promise no 
you pass oul? 


Would y 
using a puppet 
How about an E 


Would you 
with an open mouth, if it 
like a penis? 

Would you ask a 1 


after the first date, 
miscarriage under a wall phone? 


aot 


resembling Marilyn 
Ivis Presley dildo? 


looked 


Clinton’s southern voice 
is similar to Bush’s wrinkles: 


Deep. 

His finger held it’s tiny nose 

and went inside her. 

Is there a darker colour than blac 
If there is, 

that’s the colour sheep 

my first child will be. 


www 


I'm in bed fingering the dark. 


wae 


Morning sunshine 
crawled under the front door 


clutching a knife between it's ye 
from room to room. 


eee 


urchase a Michael Jackson 


d by a jealous relative 
ael, slit his throat 


with the Kennedys 
t to rape you after 


ou find it pleasurable to masturbate 


Monroe? 


jump in front of a train 


9 year old to go dancing 
when she had a 


k? 


llow teeth. Slid silently on it’s stomach 


SOCIETY’S CLONE 


Don’t look back “t 
conservative laughs aren't worth ! 
Try to remember 
thousands of Hippies. 
Skinheads, Faggots, Punks, 
Junkies, Women, Bums. 
Freaks in general 
are burned daily 
lit by one match 
Nothings new in this world 
Where Society’s Clone is king 
Who looks and fits 
a plain match cover 
ruler over music and trend 
feel his pain 
shake the hand 
holding the money 
Don’t worry 
get drunk 
Go to the Bars 
Yes, The Bars. 
Denial is a self-built Prison 
Where in life sentences addiction. 
Society’s Clone is like a knife 
Put your trust in the blade 
Watch the open wound 
dance on the American flag. 
Society’s Clone is first 
to proudly admit 
he is a hard working alcoholic 
Who would sell his life to fight 


in order to keep this country free. 


Society’s Clone is no fool 
He cries alone. 


Society's Clone 


ks, 
No Really Thanks! | 
for accepting Heavy Metal children 
making it alot easier to 
dress in rock shirt 
jeans, een se 

1e 

what woul ey ee 


if | were to We 


I thought so- 
Society’s Clone 


Hey 

what’s that? 

Quick, knock her down 

before her blue hair 
ows 

oi ing people the idea 

they should be free 


in the name of art 


Society’s Clone 
look through the window 

of truth . 

my appearance is banging 

on your closed mind 

maybe we could color 

each other in love 

wouldn't that be an ugly sight? 


ree 


MY FATHER’S WEEKEND |4{9 


Friday. 
Midnight visit. 
Wailing Ambulance leaving 


blue green residence. 
Cement steps, cop holding steel flashlight, 


blocking, building entrance, 
questioning my arrival suspiciously. 


Inspired tired fantasy... 
assaulting officer... 


Repeating same question. 
“My father lives here,” I explained. 


Breathing difficult, reaching 


second level. 
Noticing dry blood splattered on hall 


floor and apartment door. 
Door halfway open, revea 
black leather couch. 
Grey-haired cop leaving, locking 
apartment, explained unknown 
assailant forced entry, robbed $200, 
sliced off half my fathers left earlobe. 
Osteopathic hospital, 

couple miles. 

No ride, police aren't taxis. 

No money, too cold for walking. 
Phoned girlfriend, answering machine, 
Thank God! Concerned neighbor 


with wheels. 


My father 
on stretcher, intoxicated, swollen 


eyelid, bandaged forehead, 
torn blood-stained checkered shirt, 


struggling to sit up straight. 
Tears mixed with blood caked between 


lips, mumbling, “Who informed you?” 


Felt nervous, clean 
Fearing decayed earlobe portion would 


appear under my knees. 
Sunday morning, hospital discharged 


my father. 


ling overturned 


“Need anything?” | asked. 

“No, I have beer and plenty of tylenol,” 

my father reassured, 

stumbling through kitchen, 
to prevent falling. 

Sunday night, my father relived Friday. 

Drove to Ricky’s Tavern. 


Drunk, 

lonely, 
ermitting stra 

Oldsmobile home. 

Sunday night, 

my father appeare 


reported vehicle stolen 
Upon premises, my father was arrested. 


Charged. 
Outstanding warrants, dating, 1987. 

Involving DUI and failure to appear in court. 
Tuesday afternoon, released from jail, 

my fathers weekend ended in 

Ricky’s Tavern. 


wnt 


using, hands 


nger to drive his 


d in police station, 


ing my father’s apartment. 


A PIG TALE 


Bae her lower lip, 

nda waited impatientl 

for police. on 

it in fear, 

nee played peek-a-boo 

See venetian blinds 

eae an escaped mental patient 
ssed in Brenda’s favorite bra 


ae silver silk panties, 
a en off a clothesline. 
ee patient's face, 
en by long filthy black hair, 
agle, 


stood on Brenda’s strangled be 
bad wolf, 


big 


loudly proclaiming to be a 

her brick house. 
a’s address, 
f bricks. 


Gee to blow down 
a en police arrived at Brend 
they found was a mountain 0 


Da 
. peau construction workers foun 
moved the remains of a female, 


eee beneath the bricks. 
The corpse’s face resembled a pig. 


MY ROOMMATE 


‘ke wanders into 
Mike wé my room, 
bums a smoke, 


unlit cigarette 
hangin from chocolate-stai 
Mike paces the room. stained lips 
wwWould you like a light?” 
] ask impatiently. 

“Yeah,” Mike mumbles, 

bending down, 

getting a light, 

exiting. 

Seconds later, 


| hear Mike 
sweeping the kitchen linoleum 


for half an hour straight. 
If Mike’s not bumming cigare 
eating chocolate, sweeping ttes, 


he’s busy listening 
to the same Judas Priest cassett 
e 


over and over again. 


week 


PARANOID JOE 


Paranoid Joe was a Vietnam vet, 
who | worked with at a pizza parlor in San Francisco. 
Joe fascinated and scared me. 

hopping around behind the counter 

wearing a brown cowboy hat 

waving his arms theatrically, 

explaining his gnm experiences in Vietnam. 
Joe was let go after three weeks on the job, 
due to his nerves. 

Paranoid Joe nearly killed an elderly Chinese couple 
who ordered pepperoni and mushroom. 
Joe thought they said, “Kill the nigger.” 
Paranoid Joe was big, black, powerful. 

It took five customers, including myself, 

to remove Joe off an elderly couple. 

An ambulance was needed for the old lady 
who broke an ankle during the struggle. 

] learned the hard way 

loaning Paranoid Joe money. 

It’s been over a year 

and he still owes me twenty dollars. 

I gave the loan to Joe 

when we took a trip to Tijuana. 

Joe wanted a hooker. 

he found one, 

although he never touched her. 

Paranoid Joe was ordered at gunpoint 

to leave the whorehouse. 

Joe instructed the hooker 

shower five times 

before giving him head. 

“I like my women clean,” 

Joe explained, 

as we walked back to our hotel. 

Recently Paranoid Joe sent me a letter 
informing me- 


he receives SSI, is 
in and out of California menta 


Nearly laughed my fingers off 
when I read- 

A Mexican hooker from 
now resides in San Francisco. 
Lulu has been tormenting Paranoid Joe 
driving by his apartment 

honking her horn, 

slamming Joe's spirit against his skull. 


ter 


heavily sedated, 
1 institutions. 


Tijuana named Lulu 


IWANT MY MIV 


I ward soy MTV! 
U Semand te suse pecurac Top 41. p27 rock, 
bove mawe Oe pads pirys. 
Yes, § aan 
Ion & corsemwitive mAasfan, 
and ves, Madore gratticg her crotch stocks ene. 
St ry, she’s z rack 2nd red) reer, 
ESN se emarweicn? 
Spentory od KOONS, 
fast beter enn yow acid oe, 
The Bist minkes me pacman bud 
wien Ae sugs “Sees is the USA” 
Thad sony inchuerces mt greathy 
bo CASK 2nd peck figsee 
Weisae can I sry, 
cOner Chan W'xn sol) Parag ep ec Sar chaste. 
I SAL cry ever ohm Lerou’: Seat. 
MS CoNietetly eatnied Cut Dav Stad 


I ware ey MTV? 
ecu 


MARRILEE AND HEY 


October 11, 1991 
spent two weeks alone 


in a sleazy hotel, 
healing from a torn Pepsi can 

that only caffeine addict in love 

would do to his chest. 

After that, 

for two months 

I shared a wooden floor with trash and mice. 
Next to my feet 


in a large closet, 
slept an unemployed art teacher and her three year old daughter. 


Marrilee was 28, blonde, blue eyed, California dream all right. 

In Marrilee’s arms, all I thought about was how much I miss Eve. 
And how terrified I was to walk around San Francisco 

in case ] ran into Eve with other men. 


After all, Eve is a free woman. 
Marrilee, recently divorced, gave me hours of sympathy and understanding 


Nodding her long blonde dreadlocks in candlelight 
listening to me reminisce about traveling six months 
around the West 

selling my writings and Eve’s cartoons. 

Settling down in San Francisco for another six months, 
Eve wanting to date other men, 

couldn't afford the rent by myself, blah, blah, blah. 
Spent many late afternoons drinking coffee on Marrilee’s 
rusted fire escape overlooking a slum. 


Never a dull scene; 
plenty of writing material down below. 


Not to mention, 
in our halls, stairwells, elevator 
a relic security guard was knifed working in our building. 


The relic was cool. 

He would bring stale donuts to all the kids in our building. 
Marrilee, her child, myself 

visited the relic in the hospital. 

The relic received 47 stitches in his arm. 


ek 


EET MAYHEM 


SESAME STR 
Haven’t you heard? 
tto. 
Sesame Street has become a Booting spree 


Oscar the Grouch went on 
bagging 14 youngsters . 
before a swat team blew up his trashca 
e homosexual Jovers- 
died of A S. 


nny on TV, 


Bert and Ernie ar 
Recently, both of them 


If you thought Grover looked ski 
you should see him now, 


strung out on speed. 


een the same 


Big Bird hasn't b 
Storm. 


since he fought in Desert 


Cookie monster has given UP 


chocolate chip cookies 
for the salty taste of little girls. 


he mistake 


John Denver made tl 
Sesame Street 


of stepping foot into 


during a Muppet riot. 
Needless to say John Denver 


won't be singing anymore. 
He’s buried under Hooper's store. 


The Count has been busy counting 
sexually transmitted warts 

on female orange snakes 

that slept with the infamous 


Kermit the Frog. 


aun 


LATE RIDE 


Climb into the passenger's seat of my mind 


and ride paranoid 

into late’ghelto siren’s, 
Thin female 
Bleached hair, 
hospital gown, 
razor scars, 
prostituting in front of trashcan fire. 


she looks like an ex-lover, 

grab your crotch 

and itch until your scrotum bleeds. 
Black bum at red light, 

wrapped in broken Christmas lights, 

has his hand in your open window. 
Relax man, it’s Easter! 

Hey, look, 

A portable TV with wings, flying low 
smashing the windshield. 

I'm gonna change Milwaukee’s history... 
Jeffrey Dahmer 

chasing naked youth. 

Naked youth, now spread-ea 
polka dotted ‘56 Chevy. 
How about a bite to eat? 
7/11 micro, bean burrito 
shoved under caged window 

knows how you feel...ugly and cold. 
Light a cigarette, 

inhale hard 

listen for 

the sun falling 

breaking its neck. 

Kid on sidewalk throwin 
Son of a bitch! 

Clinton’s photo 

has blinded 

your driver. 

Quick, grab a seatbelt 
and pray... 

They don’t peel your face 
off a leopardskin dashboard! 


aw 


gle on the hood of this 


g newspapers into the street. 


INTERSTATE 94 


Dismembered corpse 
on interstate 94, 


don’t panic, 
it wasn’t your daughter; 


she’s home asleep 
with a knife 

under her pillow 

in case ihe sind exchange ene 
steps into her room. Stop complaining; 
traffic will resume normal 

once police 

find, remove limbs 

scattered two miles 

across snow and ice. 

After the coroner's station wagon 

hauls away the corpse, 

detectives will interview 

the victim’s parents. . 
She was a reaeant runaway drug addict. 
Life is cheap, 

you felt this, 

fought in Vietnam, 

helped a comrade, 

who spoke against the war, 

swallow a bullet. 

Rear end of dumptruck 

parked in front of windshield, 

looks like the wife, 

she’s been eating 

to keep from smoking. 

secretary on vacation, 

Phone calls, customers 

relax Mr. Banker, 

you're the boss, 

take lunch four hours early. 

Spend some cocaine 

on the new cashier- 

she’s a coke whore. 

Wipe the powder off 

your nose 

with a smile, 


‘cause today is the day 
a black man wearing a 


coal 
ray trench coal, 


E iding a sawed Off shotgun 


i ing to 
is going 
sco your fat ass 
full of holes. 


ant 


BrooKe 95 


SEASONAL TORMENT |992a. 


Last spring a friend of mine died from an O.D. in New York City. 
His younger brother Mike was my roommate in Portland, Maine. 
After the funeral Mike kept me awake until 3 a.m. 

reminiscing childhood stories about his older brother Phil. 

Phil was a drummer for a local punk-rock group called Skull 69, 


A band which I enjoy very much. 
After Mike stopped talking and went to bed 
I played his brothers band to remember all the wild times 


we all shared together. 
Even though the volume wasn 


| heard Mike down the hall crying. 
To this day, hearing Skull 69 reminds me of Mike crying, 


and how guilty I felt for playing the tape so soon 
after Phil's death. 


‘t exactly low, 


This summer while living in a South Boston rooming house 


I caught head lice and scabies. 
I couldn't afford any bug shampoo, so I cut off all my hair. 
Sat alone for days in a hot room with razor burns on my scalp, 


scratching my arms and legs until I bled. 
All I thought about was stealing a fan and a wig. 
Fortunately a doctor gave me something to get rid of the scabies. 


The beginning of Autumn, while still living in South Boston, 
I went slam dancing and lost two front teeth. 


Wonder what winter has planned for me? 


wie 


A STUBBORN JEW 


Night before the crucifixion ; 
& paid for. place on the cross. 


Christ and I got drunk, wine | 
Christ offered me five dollars to ta 
Irishman. 


I requested ten. ei e greedy r 
Christ got mad and called me 46 job himsell. 
It is ies in the bible, that Christ took the jo 


What was not written is... a: 
Two thousand years ago under BO aie hand and feet 


after spikes were pounded into di 
I pointed a hammer at Christ and sal 


“That’s one stubborn Jew.” 


wwe 


WINDOW WATCHER 


Cigarette bums on chest, 
razor scars on wrist 

she sits chain smoking on a couch 
near a window, overlooking a bar. 


She waits for Friday; 
Friday is the day her disability check 


arrives. 

She spends most of her time in the bar, 
sitting on a stool 

near a window, and 

watches her apartment. 


werk 


Life is a classroom 
Cops are obnoxious students. 


Father porter was an overworked teacher. 


eet 


Summer wind is a woman 
lying on her back 

across Peak’s Island. 
Night sky is a man 
moaning in fog 

sweating onto a pier. 


ree 


Moon light reached down 
through black curtains hanging 
across the sky. 

Placed a red rose 

on the Earth’s face and whispered 
“good-bye.” 


When I watch TV 

I get the feeling 

if I stare too hard at the screen 
I might fall in. 

Might be nice 

to fall on top 

of the President during 
a speech, or maybe... 
steal a Porsche, 

rob a bank, 

shoot someone, 

slam dance 

Michael Jackson. 


wrk 


The human race is a virus, 

existing in the environment’s blood 
destroying nature’s immune system. 

Soon the world will feel weak, lose weight, 


become sick and die. 


Eve’s beautiful! 

When she swims 

the ocean moans. 

The phone rang. 

She picked it up, 

removed her tan sweatshirt, 

placed the receiver against a bare nipple. 
and sat back down. 

Public announcement 

brought to you by a disappointed Jew... 
early this morning 

during prayer 

God phoned collect. 

Informing me 

“The second coming of Christ 

has been temporarily cancelled- 

due to lack of funds.” 

Angels close to the source 

have stated, “Christ is in a rehab.” 
Better to wait another 2000 years, 

than having a drunk religious leader 
puking and falling onto his worshippers. 
If I] had the ability 

to remove my crippled body 

off this paper, 

I'd walk over to a coffee table, 
pickup the pencil 

that prevented me from 

having good looks 

and stab the writer in his eyes 


for creating this pain. 
Unborn baby, 

bound and gagged 

on train tracks 

in her womb. 

Father's fist is a locomotive 
you understand! 


wink 


HALLOWEEN NIGHT 


Halloween night 
little boy ghost 
ate candy 

laced with PCP 
Raped himself 
using wine bottle. 


He’s been in the house 
of tomorrow and 

seen bold letters 
written on cover of 
crayon b 
“Armage 
to litter the f 
with flag wavers- 

Hail Hitler's soul , 
he could be in heaven! 


ook. 
ddon is going 
battlefield 


on his arms, legs. Hail Bill Clinton ; 
He learned violent sex he has the power to kill you! 
reading his mother’s diary. Hail Johnny Carson 
If you think his story He’s retired. 

is a hard act to follow wee 

save your breath. 

Purple show curtain lifted, 

Nine disfigured males and females 

Wearing white ropes 

whipped and ordered 

to stripdance 

by a black midget 

blowing soap bubbles 

into blue spotlight 

Drunk soldiers laughing, 

throwing plastic flowers 

at bald woman 

crying on hand, 

knees trying to hide 

missing breast. 

Long as this pen 

keeps writing people will die, 

it’s not my fault 

I didn’t create ink or paper 

Give the soft spoken man 

nailed to wooden cross a cigar. 


Left teeth marks 


Yo, Eve place your lips 
in an envelope 

and mail me a smile. 
anew 


Ask me how buck-toothed Ted Kennedy is. 


Put it this way 
when Ted’s wife is giving him head, 
she can feel his teeth on her scalp. 


wen 


I removed a booger from my nose 


the size of a boulder. 
Since then I can’t remember a thing 


ant 


Face pressed against broken windshield, 
listening to the jaws of life. 


wet 


Bear family 
donated white dress 


to Goodwill 
after eating little blond girl, 
sleeping with her bones. 


wet 


Sky hospital 

Sun and Moon 

praying for earth 

to hang in there. 

There’s a yard sale in the lines of my hand. 
All jelly stains are half-priced. 

One large snot left. 


Hurry, think it’s gonna rain. 
My hand is moving closer to a kitchen sink. 


wee 


Diarrhea kicking and punching, 
no restroom in sight. 

Dark alley, 

pants down, 

underwear left behind. 


wet 


In dandelion field 
In her arms 

In color photo 

In dresser drawer. 


Get so lonely and horny, 
think my dick is going to 
crawl across the room, 
climb up onto a windowsill, 
and jump through the glass. 


Was that fire crackers 
or gunshots? 

Oh my, that boy 
blew his hand off. 


My soul is a monkey 
swinging rib to mb. 


I kill roaches, flies 
Just in case 

It’s Jim Jones 
reincarnated. 

Sent flowers, 
hoping to rent space 
in her heart. 

Last tenant 

trashed the place. 


Thunderstorm 
stumbling through black sky 


urinating spring rain. 
art 


Unlucky in romance, 
unlucky in a one night stand. 


Two gorgeous women in my bed 


willing to touch one another. 


Figures, one of them is on the rag, 
afraid to remove her blue panties. 


The blond 


with blood running down her thigh 


tried fingering me 
while I rode her companion. 


ater 


Brenda was raped with a nae es 
Eleven months later she gave 
twin bullets. 
ant 
adonna were to record herself 


If m ' 
urinating and gargling Id sell gold platinum. 


u 
No doubt - the album wou't 
The conservative side of society 


is easily entertained. . 
simply satisfied with watered down whiskey 


and dry humor. 
With this ae 

en a club. 
Pehoutee uld have the audience 


Bill Cosby wo : 
rolling in the aisles, laughing 


Where I could pick their poc 
South LA is loading up on gasoline and matches. 
Hoping and demanding civic justice in the 
second Rodney King trial. 


If you were to smoke a joint . | 
and watch the Rodney King video in slow motion, 
wherein four LA cops are beating his black butt. 
If the pot’s any good, — 

I promise your mouth will feel dry 

and you will see Rodney king smiling, 

pointing to the back of his skull. 


kets and purses. 


Gas masks on 


safety switches off, 
one man against an entire SWAT team, 


Larry served in Vietnam and Desert Storm, 
lost his mind ordering a cheeseburger. 
Larry would like to take this opportunity 
to say, “Fuck You!” 


ake 


Although my dandruff falls in the suburbs 
My imagination is pimping a fat blonde across town, 


weer 


If | were God 
I would have stepped on the Beatles 


before they left England. 


kak 


WITHOUT A DOUBT 


rried a gun. She moved state 


She filed numerous restraining orders. She ca 
been evicted, fired, beaten, 


to state. She lived in total paranoia. Janet has 
and raped repeatedly by the insane prick she divorced a short time ago. 


Janet’s husband, out on parole, is obsessed with finding her. Upon word of 
he received from an 


Bill’s early release, Janet fled Miami using money 5 

inheritance. Janet found a plastic surgeon in upstate New York. The plan 
was to alter Janet’s middle-aged appearance. You must realize Janet has tried 
everything possible to prevent Bill from finding her, nothing has worked. 

Bill should be a detective. Recuperating from the surgeon's knife, heavily 
medicated Janet lay drifting in and out of slumber. Hearing, heavy heels on 


concrete entering her room, Janet awoke in a fright, wondering, if it were a 
dream she heard, or was there actually someone in the room with her. 
Experiencing facial pain, Janet whispered “nurse, is that you?” Tight bandages 
on Janet’s face prevented her from seeing, the visitor who stood inches away 
from her bed, breathing hard, refusing to identify themself. When Janet felt 
her hospital sheet fall to the floor, exposing, her well-proportioned breasts 
bulging beneath her thin cotton gown, Janet’s ex-husband’s brown beard, 
wire rimmed glasses, flashed through her mind. Thrashing around in bed 
struggling to remove the strong hands, clamped tightly on her breasts, Janet 
knew without a doubt that Bill had found her. A passer-by in the hall heard 
the commotion in Janet’s room, and sought help. Bill is back behind bars for 
sexually assaulting Janet. Even though Bill has never seen Janet’s fantastic 
surgery, he’s quite sure he could pick Janet’s breasts out of a million boobs. 
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WITHOUT A DOUBT 
ed a gun. She moved state 


She filed numerous restraining orders. She carri 
een evicted, fired, beaten, 


to state. She lived in total paranoia. Janet has b 
and raped repeatedly by the insane prick she divorced a short time ago- 
Janet’s husband, out on parole, is obsessed with finding her. Upon word of 
Bill’s early release, Janet fled Miami using money she received from an 
inheritance. Janet found a plastic surgeon in upstate New York. The pian 
was to alter Janet’s middle-aged appearance. You must realize Janet has tried 


everything possible to prevent Bill from finding her, nothing has worked. 
m the surgeon's knife, heavily 


Bill should be a detective. Recuperating fro 

medicated Janet lay drifting in and out of slumber. Hearing heavy heels on 
concrete entering her room, Janet awoke in a fright, wondering, if it were a 
dream she heard, or was there actually someone in the room with her. 
Experiencing facial pain, Janet whispered “nurse, is that you?” Tight bandages 
on Janet’s face prevented her from seeing the visitor who stood inches away 
from her bed, breathing hard, refusing to identify themself. When Janet felt 
her hospital sheet fall to the floor, exposing her well-proportioned breasts 
bulging beneath her thin cotton gown, Janet’s ex-husband’s brown beard, 

wire rimmed glasses, flashed through her mind. Thrashing around in bed 
struggling to remove the strong hands, clamped tightly on her breasts, Janet 
knew without a doubt that Bill had found her. A passer-by in the hall heard 
the commotion in Janet's room, and sought help. Bill is back behind bars for 
sexually assaulting Janet. Even though Bill has never seen Janet’s fantastic 
surgery, he’s quite sure he could pick Janet's breasts out of a million boobs. 
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MORE ON EVE 144% 


srough § 
a high-tech stereo 


an Francisco 


White limo rolling th 
had me thinking 

if I were inside listening to 
how lonely | would feel 
without Eve by my side. 
The limo’s taillights are similar 
to red cigarette burns on my bare ¢ 


ow the loneliness- 
ling with it for L - years. 


hest. 


I now kn 
I have been strugg 


First few weeks 


I met Eve, 
I gave her a piece of paper 
with the letters | LO_. — 


Told her 
I would fill in the blank spaces 


once I got to know her better. 
Month later, I filled in the blank spaces: 

She earned them. - 
First time I uttered the words “I love you Eve 
I] was fumbling with a condom. 
I pretended the words accidentally slipped out 


After awhile, 

telling Eve “I love you” 

became as easy as shoplifting a colourful turban 
for Eve. 

When Eve wore the turban 

1 would kiss, call her my gyPSy: 
The oldest pick-up lines in the world never die. 
The line I used to stop Eve in summer rain 
was... “Isn’t your name Mary?” 

Two months after Eve introduced herself 

I found myself happier than I can ever reca 
Travelling homeless in Eve's 1970 Ford 
headed for California 

Eve behind the wheel 

myself in the back seat 

masturbating amongst everything we owned: 

two suitcases, backpack, cassette player, Eve's paintbox 
Travelled a couple of months around the country 


then settled down in San Francisco. 


ll. 


After a year 
of sharing coffee, mass murder novels 


with my best friend, lover, mother, child, roommate, 
Eve moved out. 

Started to experiment daily with drugs 

and date other men. 

My writings are sacred to me, 

next to wanting Eve back in my life. 

1 would gladly trade my writings in 

for Eve to have her sobriety. 

| would limp alone through life 


less depressed, 
knowing there is at least one individual 


and isn’t a complete bore. 

Even though Eve and I weren't 0 
Eve would visit me for coffee 
before she went to work. 

The visits lasted about three weeks. 

Jealousy is a powerful emotion. 

It’s extremely difficult to remain close to an ex- 
when they break up with you 

and continue to hang out with you 

forcing you to refrain from 

asking personal questions 

such as: “Did you sleep with him?” 

“It’s none of your business.” 

Even though at one time 

you were allowed to speak freely 

what was on your mind. 

not anymore. 

You can’t live in the past. 

When stoned on marijuana 

Eve is distant, cold 
which unfortunately 
The desire to throw four years 
get high and escape Eve's silenc 
was unbearable. 

I begged Eve to refrain from using drugs 
when she was around me. 

Either way girlfriend, friend 

1 knew I had lost the woman 


I fell in love with. 


to care for who is sober 


fficially dating anymore, 


lover 


was becoming a recurring event. 
of sobriety away, 
e and tired stare 


Maine 
father 


re and I left 
alcoholic step 
ith tears- 


The morning Ev 
My 66-year old 
waved good-bye W 
Being with Eve 

I felt if my step-father’s li 
I wouldn’t be alone. Bee 
] would have someone tO ove. : 

I left a devoted black cat named Jezabel back In - 
to be with Eve. 
Jezabel and my father are inse 
Fear I will never hear from Eve a 
Fear that any day now 

alcohol will kill my step-father 
taunt me. 
Shortly before | left San Fra 
in a cafe, Eve and I frequen 
I wrote EVE JS GOD 

on a bathroom door. 
Experiencing mood spells, 

I crossed out EVE IS GOD 

and wrote EVE IS A DRUG ADDICT SLUT 
Must have wrote and rewrote 


EVE IS GOD 
EVE IS A DRUG ADDICT SLUT 
hundred times. 

I'll leave you to read EVE IS GOD. 
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aine 
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ncisco 
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and I left Maine 
oholic stepfather 
ears. 


The morning Eve 
My 66-year old alc 
waved good-bye with t 
Being with Eve ; 
I felt if my step-father’s liver & 
I wouldn’t be alone. 

1 would have someone to love. 
1 left a devoted black cat 
to be with Eve. 

Jezabel and my father are inseparable. 
Fear I will never hear from Eve again. 
Fear that any day now 

alcohol will kill my step-father 


taunt me. 
Shortly before I left San Francisco 

in a cafe, Eve and I frequently atten ed, 
I wrote EVE IS GOD 

on a bathroom door. 

Experiencing mood spells, 

I crossed out EVE IS GOD 

and wrote EVE IS A DRUG ADDICT SLUT 
Must have wrote and rewrote 


EVE IS GOD 
EVE IS A DRUG ADDICT SLUT 


hundred times. 
I'll leave you to read EVE IS GOD. 
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GETTING DOWN ON MYSELF, PART I 149% 


Nowadays, I haven't got what it takes to be social. 
I hardly ever visit friends apartments anymore, 


and no one knows where | live. 
Occasionally I'll go to a hard-core show or a poetry reading. 


Other than that, it’s a Henry Rollins book, read alone 


in a small room 
wherein I can touch both walls at the same time. 


Most of my friends in Boston are female, 

mainly artists who think that I am a sexually frustrated freak 
who asks too many personal questions. 

Silent people cause me to talk more than I should. 

I've given up dating completely. 

Ever since I wasted $8 and spent 2 hours preparing chicken 
then discovered I could have fucked her for free. 

I must have asked the silent blond a million questions. 
Meanwhile she picked at her food 


until it turned cold. 
Then surprised me - asking if I had clean sheets on my bed. 


This is embarrassing for me, ladies. 

I refuse to beg for sympathy, friendship or a hand job. 

I know all about sexual rejection. 

I was taught at 17 by a 300 pound woman. 

If you were to reject me 

I would push you through a plate glass window. 

I can’t handle hearing the word “no” with my pants down. 
OK, so maybe I wouldn’t actually push you 

but it’s the insane thought that counts. 

And I’m full of ‘em. 

Girl, if you were here, here in my room, 

I would rub cigarette ashes on my chest, 

place cigarette butts in my hair 

and ask you to embrace me. 

If your name were EV& 

you would understand that I am a lonely ashtray. 

It's becoming extremely difficult 

for me to shake another stranger's hand. 

I don’t want to lose another friend to marriage, drugs, 


jail, death. 


In 6 years 
I've lost 27 friends around the country. 


I was close to 4. 


ee peas bored and murders my friends. 
After mourning for 3 friends, abusive childhood 
I am completely convinced God had an age 
and is now a grown loner, crippled w! 
bent on destroying eras race. 
It’s been a year and a ha . 
since God blew apart my ex-girlfriends skull 
with a shotgun in San Francisco. 
Eve’s memory ae Smith’s cassettes. 


I'm trying to keep 
lighting candles, playing all her favori 
masturbating and crying. 

It’s hard work. ad 
If you think I should carry a video camera arou 


this violent country, 
catching poison oak, hiding in bushes 


to record Rodney King dressed as a COP, 
r under my bed. 


raping Clinton’s daughter ia 
you’re nuttier than the cockroach in a glass } 
m going to set it free. 


The roach actually believes I’ 


Soon, very soon, 
God will place a pillow over an old man’s § 


in Portland, Maine. atharpillew 
God will then place a silencer agains 
Knocking ee my step father’s photo off a wall . ee 
Doctors say my alcoholic step-fathers liver 1s beyond repair. 

Can’t stop wondering why - 

why my landlord won’t allow me a cat to pet 

and read my writings to. 

I’m alone-all alone 

watching M & Ms floating and dissolving in warm bath water. 
A red M & M traveling a short distance into my mouth 
reminds me of a death rocker with long red hair. 


Jennifer is one 19 year old 


hard to forget. ae 
Jennifer had a miscarriage on a dance floor in California. 


ad, tired face 


knew 


Nature has devastated mankind once again. 
Replacing sunshine with a thin male 
in black trenchcoat 
acing nervously back and forth amongst grey clouds. 
The yellow-haired youth 
now on his hands and knees 
coughing and choking far above the earth 
is in need of a shot of heroin. 
The pale face twisted in pain 
is too high up 
for a space capsule loaded with methadone to help 
On a clear day 
the junkie’s blue eyes, sunken into his skull, 
can be seen for miles. 
The junkie moaning in darkness 
tossing and turning in winter air 
keep many awake 
afraid to sleep 
knowing a desperate individual 
wearing second-hand shoes 
hidden out of sight 
is waiting for a chance 
to score some cash. 


weer 


1 once had a firm grip on reality 


but I had to let go 
cause it cut my fingers. 
wew 

first she baited 

then mastered me. 


Everything breaks on Market Street, 
daylight, bones, bottles, hearts, dreams..- 


Valentine’s Day, 
Brenda received torn Hallmark card 


and chocolate-stained alimony check. 
Woman who had eight abortion 
gave birth to a 7 1/2 pound ma 
on her 40th birthday. 

The infant grabbed a scalpel off 
and sliced the woman’s face, screaming 


“Thanks, mom for killing me 8 times.” 


S, 
le infant 


a table 


Sometimes my mind races so fast 

that I feel my spirit’s knees presse 
my skull, 

waiting for the crash. 


wie 


Glen fell out his ass 
onto sidewalk wearing... 


you expect me to know? 
] have a hard enough time believing 


you read this trash. 

I bet you and Glen shop clothes together. 
Mute answering roommates phone, 
snapping fingers twice, indicating, 

call back. 

Mute slamming receiver down, 

waving middle finger in air, indicating 
roommates girlfriend requested 

he snap louder. 


awk 


d against 


out with a first aid kit 
shovel. 


Women in pool, 
. in " e 
hee Fusband removed her pillow, 


ovie ended hours ago. 


ro remains 
s mind. 


M 
War he 
bombing youth 


wat 


IGNORE PUBLIC OPINION 


Ever hear a song in your mind that made you want to dance, 


even though you were in public? 
Happens to me all the time. 

I enjoy dancing, very much. Doesn’t matter where, 
in an elevator, in a shopping mall. 

It’s amazing how upset people become seeing someone dancing 
alone at a bus stop. 

I’m not surprised. 

Try wearing a blanket over your coat during Winter. 
I guarantee people will stare. 

My motto is ignore public opinion 

and shake those tits on my front steps. 


wher 


THREE DEPRESSION WARNINGS 


1. To swallow friendship, 
you risk choking to death on loneliness. 


2. Your body is a wooden match. 
The sky is flint. 
Live fast and hard, 
shooting drugs, fucking strangers, 
and your head just might explode into a flame. 


3. Never wonder out loud 
whether or not an elderly woman 
ever has a penis in her ass. 
People will think you’re an alien. 


hike 
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TODAY’S CHILDREN/TOMORROW'S S 


Hell yeah, I’m depressed. 

Just lit my last cigarette, 

and heard it scream, “Stop!” 

Placing both index fingers in my ears 


I continued to smoke. 


Still trying to shake off 
all those conservative stares in the subway. 


You might think Boston, being a city 
larger than a breadbox, 


that trendy mainstream pieces of shit " 
would have gotten used to seeing pun ‘over twenty years. 


After all, punk rock has been around for 


The next pregnant optimist 
who tells me I’m too negative, lanet,” 
and suggests I ignore “Race to save the planet, 


which happens to be an educational program 
about environmental disasters, 


and the increasing overpopulation, 
will feel a combat boot kicking her bloated belly, 


until she hears the ozone layer 
choking on its own blood. 


Forgive me for sounding hostile. 


This pen has a mind of its own. . 
“You only gave Frank two dollars for this magazine, 


“cause you're cheap! cheap! cheap!” ae 
See what I mean, the ink in this pen has the ability to embarrass me 


I’m writing to you from a roof 
overlooking South Boston. 
Broken car windows, 

garbage fills West Fifth Street. 
They breed young around here. 


I’m talking fourteen, er 
addicted to alcohol, designer clothing, domestic violence. 


One loud mouthed little brat 
pushing an empty baby carriage 

with a dog’s leash tied to a handle, 

belonging to a large black German Shepherd... 
You should have seen that damn dog chasing me, 


dragging an empty baby carriage into traffic. 
I don’t think the brat would have been laughing 


if there had been a baby in it. 


Anyway, the brat told me her dog ain’t never seen anyone like me before. 


Speaking with my head sticking out a third-floor window, 
] told the brat, 

“You should let your dog out Southie. 
There are a lot of different types of peop 
not everyone dresses like a jock.” 

The brat flipped her middle finger. 


Je in the world, 


If you were to ask me to smile 

I'm gonna pretend you're a beautiful woman 
who asked me to sodomize you, 

and not take no for an answer. 


When I hear loud music coming from the crack house next door, 
I’m gonna pretend it’s New Year's Eve, 
and all those ridiculous baseball caps 


are really party hats. 


My landlord Sam 

made it in the Boston Herald 
for shooting a Negro 

outside our building. 


Around midnight 
Sam was sitting in his white Cadillac, God only knows why, 


when a tall, thin Negro in his late teens 

approached Sam’s vehicle, 

threatening to physically harm him. 

Sam thought the youth was reaching in his leather coat 
for a gun. 

The Black was slightly injured. 

Sam got off ona technicality. 


You don’t need to be a weather forecaster 


to predict 

plastic flowers, 

organic vegetables, | Ching philosophy 

will not help save you from winter sunshine, 
holding a Bic lighter, 

when the Antichrist has risen 

you will smell gasoline in the wind, 

hear laughter in grey sky 

and disappear forever. 


Nowadays it ain’t safe to go any where. 
Not the corner store, 

not Interstate 94, 

not a public park. 

Absolutely, positively nowhere is safe. 


i k drivers. 
and with drun 
m have managed to clutter the air, sea! 
umans hav 
Chain smoking, 
waiting impatiently, 


to cripple you ee 
and aie Aewr your family and frien 
At the end of every race riot 

question, 


and war : 
some fool always asks the sam 


“Can we all get along?” 


Today’s negative youth 


have the anger 
and automatic weapons 


to go down in history 
larger than Charles Manson. 


Don’t take my word for it, 


ask Amy Fisher. 
Ask her how it felt 
to shoot her lover's wife 


in the face. 


This ain’t the 1950’s. 
Life ain’t no TV sitcom. 
If Fonzie ever rode through my neighborhood, 


fifty youths wearing baseball caps 
would beat his ass, 

and steal the grease from his hair. 

When George Bush said, “Read my lips, no new taxes, 


What he meant to say was... 
“A large portion of today’s male youth 
have long hair, short memories, tie-dyed jeans 


and openly admit that they suck cock.” 


Homeless children, 
retarded children, 

pregnant children, 

they’re everywhere, 

listening to noise, 

throwing rocks and bottles at a thin Negro, 
whose face is half plastic, 

half flesh, 

Moon walking, 

singing, “Beat it”. 


Children jumping rope, 
drinking milk, 

falling in love, 

sharing used clothing. 


Children sitting on patriotic shoulders, 
waving flags. 

Programmed young 

to wanna die 

wearing a military uniform. 


Get ready for Abortion Day. 
That’s night, condoms break all around the world. 
Next time you need a job 

or an apartment 

remember Vietnam. 


If they hadn’t died, 
their children would also be filling out applications. 


My pal Jill would have you believe 

planting trees, voting Bill Clinton, 

will help save the planet. 

Children are smarter than that. 

Children understand the dollar bill 

is in complete control of the environment. 
When a toxic spill destroys half a town, 
money is passed around 

to keep those responsible from going to jail. 
It’s a grim fact, 

NUCLEAR POWER PLANTS AROUND THE GLOBE 
HAVE THE CASH TO POLLUTE. 


Allow me to rewrite Martin Luther King Jr.’s dream. 
] have a dream 

| dream the next generation 

will find a new planet to destroy, 

and will name it America. 

There will be clean air 

for all who can afford 

the high price of an oxygen mask 

owned and distributed by Negroes. 


wrt 
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ASK AUNT BETSY, PART TW 


jscarriage 


Dear Aunt Betsy: as 
ta 
ven g out 0 si 


How might I pre 
the size of China from fallin 
and attacking the world? 
- Karen Smith, Chicago, I]linois 


Dear Karen 
Simple Solution 

Don’t let a penis penetrate yee 
unless it has a condom on if 

- Love, Aunt Betsy 


Dear Aunt Betsy: 
If an individual fell in love and 
bone in his heart, stare anecienair? 


broke every ae 
would loneliness place him in @ P 


- Frank Hobbs, Portand, Maine 


Dear Frank: 


Yes and no. 
I walk with a limp and a steel cane. 


- Love, Aunt Betsy 


Dear Aunt Betsy: 
If heaven were a VD Clinic, 


would God have cold hands? 
- Mike Giadano, Bricktown, New Jersey 


Dear Mike: 
Considering God has been busy burning down LA, 


if you were to die this week, 


I would predict warm. 
- Love, Aunt Betsy 
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I DON’T DISCRIMINATE 1493 


It's getting crazy out there. 
Need a bullet-proof vest 
just to drag your dead pet 
I'm not kidding. 

11:00 news reported youth in Chelsea 
stomped a cat to death 

in front a crowded pizza parlor. 
youth then fled on 10-speed. 

“That’s correct madam. 
A vicious pair of Reebo 
and cat hair 

are stalking domestic pets throug 
My roommate Glen 

while waiting for a bus 

was shot in the back with a BB gun. 
Thank God it was only a BB 

that tore his thick, black leather. 

My other roommate Joe 

riding a bus through Jamacian Plain 
nearly pissed himself 

when a group of teens attacked the b 
This morning on the subway, 

two black girls sitting in front of me 
were laughing and staring 

at what, Lord only knows. 

It wasn’t my green hair 
] had on a black hood. 
When it rains, | wear a 
As I already mentioned, 

it wasn’t my hair 

causing these obnoxious twats 

to continue to laugh and stare. 

No, these teenagers were just bored 

looking for trouble. 

I must have had a magical middle finger 
because when I showed it to the Negroes, 
the fattest of the two with the largest lips I’ 
struggled out of her seat 
and called me a nigger. 
Imagine that. A Black calling a hooded cracker a nigger. 
I could lie and write I did something cool 


such as spit on the bitch — 


around Massachusetts. 


k sneakers stained with blood 


h-out Chelsea.” 


us with bricks. 


black hooded sweatshirt. 


ve ever seen 


Jaughter 


. loud 
kel? hut up- 


is- | bro 
but noooo. Truth is and $ 
" minutes.” 
v 


and ordered the cunt to sit down 

“I flipped you the bird nike t fiv 
because you were staring 4 : le?” 
What cies you the right to fuck with peoP 

I asked. : $ fee 
By now, the negro was 1n my. ** bout it. 
wanting to know what I'm going ee aor 

Smiling, hands in my pocket, grasp! oe too many witnesses 
I calmly answered, “Nothing. There a 

on the train.” ‘he 
My last comment seemed to have g° 
The girl refused to sit quietly. 
Instead she continued to harass me 
until I reached my destination. ; wrote. 
I got off the train thinking of what Rollins once 

“The fuckers will rattle the cage, 
poke sticks at the animal, 

until he slaps them upside the head. 

Then they run to the police.” 

I'm a sensitive weirdo. at 
You have a right to laugh and stare to a pon 


Go beyond the point, 

try to dehumanize me, 

feel a wooden cane upside your head. 
I don’t discriminate. 


wee 


n under her skin. 


I AM GOD 


Summer's here 

mother nature’s climbing a jungle gym 
inside dead homosexual eyes. 
Occupants in orange Subaru, 

wrapped around telephone pole. 


I] overheard the mailman discussing 
yesterday’s news, 

blackboy next door 

O.D.'’d on Liquid Drano 

Left a suicide note in his sister's mouth 
“To whom it does not concern, 

I left life to stand before 

my creator and watch him 

finger paint colors in hearts 

of the unborn. Love, Timmy.” 


I’ve personally O.D.’d on 8 hits of acid 
and heard Charles Manson recite 
“Frank’s Depression Poetry.” 
Damn those doctors, 

when I awoke tied to 

a stretcher, they labeled me 
crazy, Crazy... 

I'll show you insanity, 

skull, cross bones 

tattooed on bruised forearm 

of junkie working Wendy’s. 

Set foot into television. 

Inhale HBO. 

Texas cannibals in downtown traffic 
high school students eating 

their female math teacher. 

A+ for cleanliness. 

D for overweight. 

F for low-budget film. 

Turn the channel Superman’s on 
fist fucking 

Bill Clinton. 


This is my story, remember? 
I wrote it when 

Real estate brokers 

left their son home alone 
to file for divorce. 
Doberman pinscher 
chewed open 

the kids’ throat. 

I’ve got pieces 

of his flesh 

in tin foil, 

going to trade it 


for some pot, 
maybe then I'll understand 


why mankind has plagued 

my mind with false religion. 

I am God and have 
condemned the environment 
to decay until the human race 


is forgotten. 
whe 


JULY 4th 1993 


In Harvard Square, while selling my magazines 
and putting my stickers up everywhere. 


I made friends . 
with a short, well-built butch skinhead girl, 


with short bleached blond hair, dressed in black. 

We were looking to score illegal firecrackers 

when we foolishly passed two men. 

An oriental and a negro, both well dressed — 

standing next to a large cardboard sign reading, 
“Heaven or Hell, You Decide.” ; m 
“Have you accepted Christ as your personal saviour? 
the oriental hollered, 

trying to shove a religious pamphlet in my hand. 
“No, I’m a Satanist,” 

I answered smiling, hurrying onward 

leaving the skinhead girl a few feet behind 
threatening to kick his asian ass 


if he continued to harass us. 
Rambling on and on, something about punk an 


We managed to lose the religious nut in a crowd 
and bought twenty dollars worth of firecrackers, 
Hopped a train, ended up near the bay 

to watch the fireworks 

and to light our own. 


d evil. 


We weren't alone in the quest to view assorted colours 


racing across the sky, 

followed by loud explosives, 

thousands of bored housewives, screaming children, 
obnoxious fathers in baseball caps, 


were also there 
clapping and cheering as the night brightened. 


Afterwards, 
thousands of conservative Bostonians 
left the bay area littered 

with beer cans and paper plates. 

All headed at once to the subway. 
Walking slower than snails on downers, 


followed by two impatient freaks 
ordering people to fucking move cause we gotta shit. 


od 


i ’ oO 
Didn’t do any & hed onward, 


SP eae 
ee seways discussing our appearances, 
We nearly got jumped by six intoxicated jocks. 
“Don’t worry, Frank,” the skinhead whispered, 
reaching into a black knapsack, sai 
“I have brass knuckles and a hunting knife. 
Which one do you want? 

I chose the brass knuckles, 

didn’t have to use them. 
The jocks went into a bar. 
On our way home, 

we walked through a park. 


Wherein the skinhead = me 
, she stabbed a negro, 
eae lie her from behind a tree. 


who had lunged at her 
“Motherfucker!” the skinhead said, 

taring at a puddle, . 
“| should've stuck around to see if I had killed him 


eee 


JULY 4th 1993 


In Harvard Square, while selling my magazines 

and putting my stickers up every where. 

I] made frends 

with a short, wej}-built butch skinhead girl, 

with short bleached blond hazr, dressed in black. 

We were looking to score illegal firecrackers 

when we foolishly passed two men. 

An oriental and a negro, both weil dressed 

standing next to a large cardboard sign reading, 
pezsonal saviour?” 


“Heaven or Heil, You Deade.” 
“Have you accepted Chnst as your 
pamphlet in my hand. 


the oriental holiered, 
trying to shove a religrous 
“No, I'm a Satamst,” 

I answered smiling, hurrying onward 
leaving the skinhead girl a few feet behind 
threatening to kick his aan ass 

if he continued to harass us. 
Rambling on and on, something about punk and evil. 
We managed to lose the religious nut in a cowd 

and bought twenty dollars worth of firecrackers, 
Hopped a train, ended up near the bay 

to watch the fireworks 

and to light our own. 

We weren't alone in the quest 
racing across the sky, 
followed by loud explosives, 
thousands of bored housewives, screaming children, 
obnoxious fathers in baseball caps, 


were also there 
clapping and cheenng as the night brightened. 


Afterwards, 
thousands of conservative Bostonians 

left the bay area littered 

with beer cans and paper plates. 

Al headed at once to the subway. 

Walking slower than saails on downers, 

followed by two impatient freaks 

ordering people to fucking move cause we gotta shit. 


to view assorted colours 


ood 

hed onward, 

ways discussing our appearances. 
intoxcated jocks. 


Didn‘t do any & 
the crowd just inc 
heads turned eee ie 
We nearly got jum y Sixt 
“Don’t a fae Frank,” the skinhead whispered, 
reaching into a black knapsack, 

“| have brass knuckles and a hunting knife. 


Which one do you want?” 
I chose the brass knuckles, 
didn’t have to use them. 

The jocks went into a bar. 

On our way home, 

we walked through a park. 

Wherein the skinhead told me 

jast Autumn, she stabbed a negro, 

who had lunged at her from behind a tree. 
“Motherfucker!” the skinhead said, 

staring at a puddle, 

“| should’ve stuck around to sce if 1] had killed hum.” 


ece 


yOU KNOW THE REST 


Hated, beaten 

labeled a freak. 

Green hair, 

black eyeliner, 

missing right eye brow, 
razor scars on wrist, 

378 tattooed on chest. 

OK, so I'm a little disturbed. 
Being disturbed doesn’t mean 
| don’t know what's healthy. 
I'm drinking milk, 

packing a handgun. 

The next drunk hick 

that gets in my face 

is going to receive 

a healthy smile, and... 

you know the rest. 


ae 


HASN’T WORKED YET 


That anti-drug commercial 

where the guy is frying an egg 

hasn’t worked for me yet. 

] want to see a commercial 

where a baby is born addicted to crack, 
screaming in a nurse’s arms. 

| want to see a junkie kicking 

cold turkey, clawing at his flesh. 

I want to see an alcoholic 

held down in detox, hallucinating. 

I want to see hot towels 

placed onto a chronic marijuana user 
to stop muscle spasms. 

Perhaps then I'd think 

twice before partying. 

Some hungry, faceless guy 
preaching, “Don’t use drugs,” 

hasn’t worked for me yet. 


ahh 


When prehistoric man first ean See tried to eat it 
now there wasn’t any soap back ea tae 
Se aed to discover the wonderful uses of the female anatomy, g” 

rotten teeth, stuck his cock in 
4 


the rest is history. 
n could hear what I’m thinking 


If the woman I’m i 
she would tell me to pull out. 


My cock feels numb. 
It’s not the condom. 
It’s not her. 
Speaking on behalf of my cock, 
my cock needs more than beauty, wit. 
My cock is blind, deaf and extremely lonely. 
be in Eve Gilbert to feel anything. 


My cock needs to 


A cool thing to do with McDonald’s Ketchup... 
find an old Jady walking a small dog. 


Put Ketchup in your hand. 
Pet the dog and ask the owner 
what kind of dog bleeds when you pet it. 


Question: Why did God choose only a couple of skin colors in creating humanity? 


Answer: Picture a crowded bus: 
Purple skin woman staring bitterly at green girl. 


Green girl staring angrily at purple man punching 
orange skin man. 
Etc...Ete...Etc... 
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Darkness slit its wrist. 
Died early this morning in pale light. 

If you were to share the universe with Earth 
night after night. 

The noise, the pollution, the violence: 

I’m sure you would do the same thing. 


rrk 


Ted Bundy ordered one of his rape murder victims 

to say, “My butt is a juicy, round, red delicious apple.” 
Bundy’s teeth prints found on the victim’s ass 

helped convict him to the electric chair. 
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SUMMER MEMORY 


Last summer 
q friend and | 

were walking dirt road 
in cool mist, 

on Peak’s Island. 

red rose bushes 

on stone wall, 
overlooking rocky beach, 
inspired my eyes, 

to swim cold ocean 

and ride fishing boat, 
surrounded by seagulls 
To this day, 

my memory 

smells like fish. 
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MR. KNOW IT ALL 


nothing more entertainin : 
from a judgemental es ree Fra ects 
must be rough sitting on a small stage audience. 

under hot studio lights 

in front of a television monitor, 

waiting nervously for the hostess 

to ask the most embarrassi : 

during daytime viewing. ne aeons alewed 

If | were Mr. Know It All lw 

special appearance peiete ce make an unannounced 
It would be a delight to show of 

Pointing out skeletons hidden Sie aed ig 

The audience jaws would drop, ee 
chairs would fly by my head. 

Jenny Jones ratings would skyrocket. 

All talk shows nationwide 

would beg me to be a guest. 

Imagine Mr. Know It All on Heraldo 

talking to a television monitor, 

explaining I knew Heraldo 

& his chicken shit audience wouldn't show up 
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T.T. THE BEARS 


; abe in the back. a 
tried kicking me in the b his Doc Martin in time. 


Somehow I managed to gra . 
The fucker then punched me at least three pao ee ee 


before a Mexican metalhead who I hung out wit 
h the metalhead 


I had a blast at D.R.I. 
until a tall, thin skinhead standing against a wall 


broke it up. , 
The skinhead, nodding, agreeing with the 
calmly walked back to where he was originally standing. 


Mind racing, confused, and scared, 
quickly searching my face for any blood, finding none. 
Debating what to do next. 


The club was dimly lit. 
Loud music, arms and legs flying all around me. 


Got to get away and catch my breath. 
Knowing the fucker was still around 
made me feel extremely uncomfortable. 


I couldn't believe it- 
the fucker was slam dancing as if nothing had happened. 


Something came over me, call it anger, call it revenge. 
I calmly walked over and smashed my King Tut ring into his nose 


I got at least two shots in 
before I was restrained 

“Grab him! Grab him!” I hollared, 

trying to fight off the prick with one arm 

hoping someone, anyone 

would make the fight even. 

Thank God, someone did grab the fucker. 
Nothing like being restrained while a bald asshole 


is using you for a punching bag. 


ALL THAT’S LEFT 


Retarded twin male infants 

asleep in cold room. 

Blinking Christmas lights above white crib. 

Weatherman has predicted another foot and a half of snow 
by daybreak. 

Turning off kitchen radio, 

staring in cold coffee, 


she starts crying. 
A year ago her husband died in an auto wreck, 


racing to the maternity ward. 

AND FOR WHAT? “For what?” she repeats out loud. 
Now hovering over the infants 

asleep in her tired eyes. 

“How dare you sleep, you ugly little demons,” 

she hollers uncontrollably. 

Shaking the crib, waking the infants, 

fondling one another, screaming hysterically, 

rolling side to side, 

smashing their tiny bald heads against the crib railings. 
“Shut up! Shut Up! You have no right dreaming or crying. 
Not after what you two have done to my life.” 
Between spitting, crying, she manages to yell, 

“I'm thirty eight, overweight, can’t save any money, 
I'm alone, a widow, thanks to you.” 

The mother hurls a lit cigarette into the crib, 
slamming the bedroom door on her way out. 

Next day, the crib, partially burned, buried in snow, 
is found by a neighbor shoveling his driveway. 
And NO, the Down Syndrome infant's 

weren’t found in the crib. 

The retarded twins are now grown adults. 

Still living at home. 

they’re all she has left. 
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CENTRAL SQUARE 1943 


I was in Central Square POETRY 

bing ans DEPRESSION 

when a high pitched voice een hair for? 

demanded to know, what's the gr m uestioner, 
é nches from his late thirties, 


Turning around, | stood 1 2 
a sack sibull well dressed Negro 


“ona wall, 


i tion 
repeating the same ques 
“It’s America,” I politely answet traffic, walking away. 
tossing a spent black marker into {é to kick my as, 
Negro following my heels, threatening 
and take my spiked leather. ae 
Negro now a few feet in front of m olled up his sleeves, 
has taken off his dark blue sports coal, I © vectacle of himself. 
dancing around, waving his fists, apek erete an arity bag. 
“Back off,” I warn, clutching a large pet awe do, 
Negro, laughing, asking, “What are you & 
hit me with your bag?” Z 
“Fuck off,” I reply, wondering, ae , 

sere y) hed my bag 


I'm supposed to be at a poetry 
Negro aie to take a swing, WHAM I smas 

against the side of his head. a bit 

Negro still standing his ground, shaken up ’ 

trying to appear in control of the situation. a2 

Blood splattered on his white long-sleeved shirt. 

Still refusing to end the bullshit, cpa ti saeal 

the Negro continued to dance, waving ee ae. 


Finally, a large black man stepped forwar 
wrapping muscular arms around the short bleeding Negro, 


who is screaming, “Let me go, that punk made me bleed, 


I want to kill him!” 
“You started it,” I holler at the top of my lungs. 


Looking around, realizing most of the spectators are black. 
Not wanting anyone to think that this is a racial incident, 
I quickly gather my poetry mags strewn across the pavement, 


then dash down the street. 
Moments later, I’m in a bar, a wailing ambulance goes by. 


Is it my fault the Negro picked a senseless fight? 

The leather coat I’m wearing feels like a warm no. 

It’s been two days and J still feel like shit for protecting myself. 
Fuck it! My bag could have been a gun, 

the Nigger’s fists could have been a knife. 

Or the other way around. 

Then what? 
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CENTRAL SQUARE !443 
ona wall, 


I was in Central ee 


scribbling “FRANKS DE me 
oice behind n hair for? 


when a high pitched voles 

demanded to know, what's the oe my questioner 

Turning around, I stood inches mee his late thirties, 

a short, stout, well dressed Negro ! 

repeating the same question - 

serge? : ” litel answe i 7 . s 

Le esha haiek ahs ker into traffic, walking away 
kick my ass, 


tossing a spent black mar tes 
Negro following my heels, threatening 
and take my spiked paige scan 
w feet in fron ; 
eee oe tani dark blue sports coat rolled UP Nee Ct. i, 
dancing around, waving his fists, making 4 oe army bag 
“Back off,” I warn, clutching a large pet rock a y 
Negro, laughing, asking, “What are you gonna C0, 
hit me with your bag?” 
“Fuck off,” I reply, wondering, ei 
I'm supposed to be at a poetry reading. 
Negro leq to take a ale WHAM I smashed my bag 
against the side of his head. ; 
Negro still standing his ground, shaken up a bit, 
trying to appear in control of the situation. 
Blood splattered on his white long-sleeved shirt. 
Still refusing to end the bullshit, 
the Negro continued to dance, waving his fists angrily. 
Finally, a large black man stepped forward from the crowd, 
wrapping muscular arms around the short bleeding Negro, 
who is screaming, “Let me go, that punk made me bleed, 


I want to kill him!” 
“You started it,” I holler at the top of my lungs. 


Looking around, realizing most of the spectators are black. 
Not wanting anyone to think that this is a racial incident, 
I quickly gather my poetry mags strewn across the pavement, 


then dash down the street. 
Moments ater, I'm in a bar, a wailing ambulance goes by. 


Is it my fault the Negro picked a senseless fight? 
tL aad coat I’m wearing feels like a warm no. 
S been two days and J still feel like shit for protecti 
Fuck it! My bag could have been a gun, iia: 
the Nigger’s fists could have been a knife 
Or the other way around. | 
Then what? 
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THE NEW DISEASE 


After an AIDS cure is found 

there Will be a new Social disease 

Condoms will be of no use ; 

in stopping this paces disease. 

The new disease will be in t 

The new disease will ee vote Ne 

and strangers alike, he 

simply by looking at them in a1 

The only hope for preventing see ln : 7 

js to properly wear dark sunglasses. ase from killing you, 

If an individual were to look at your crotch 

without their sunglasses on, 
and your sunglasses : 

he new distase : would instantly explode. 

will not discriminate. 

Young, old, rich, poor, black, whi 
Aecane: including animals, hite, Bay, Straight. 

will be required by law 

to wear sunglasses at all times 

jndoors and out. 

There will be rumors 

that the new disease 

was created by Jehovah’s witnesses. 

et 


and food we eat. 


A HAPPY MAN 


A sad, impotent man 
was massaging his fat wife’s ass. 
When a beautiful blonde female genie 
appeared from his wife’s ass, 
ranting the man three wishes. 
“| wish for a thinner wife.” 
His wish was granted. 
“| wish for a hard cock.” 
His second wish was granted. 
“For my final wish, I wish to be happy.” 
The genie disappeared into his thin wife’s ass. 
Moments later, his wife’s body began to bloat 
The man lost his erection. 
The man quickly began rubbing his fat wife’s ass. 
until his hands felt numb. 
The blonde genie never returned. 
Although the man’s last wish remained with him 


the man felt happy. 
wet 
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FAMILY PRIDE 


Winter wind 


blowing dirty blankets 
nailed across broken windows. 


Four small rooms 


lit by candles. 
Used condoms, bent syringes 

litter living room. 

Older brother 

picking nose 

on torn couch, 

melting into stone faces 

of neighborhood kids, 

drinking, petting thin gray cat. 

Retarded sister locked in closet 

banging on door, singing “Let me out, Tyrone 
and I'll blow you, and your friends.” 


AIDS infested parents 
in bathroom, 

fucking on pink towel. 

What's going on here? 

Call the police 

I heard the children 

planning to burn down the trailer 
for a rap video. 

This is the residence 


of drug dealers. 
The unaddicted have been raped here. 


Blood shit and puke stain paneled walls 
Health officials 

have condemned 

this address. 

That doesn’t stop the mailman 
who arrives three times a day 
to purchase liquid smiles and 
shoot them into his veins. 
Night, day an army of skeletons 
grinding teeth, 

walking funny 

in need of drugs, 

call this family 

friends. 
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UNDER A URINE STAINED sippy 


ferry is a 33-year old Hollywood wa: 
semi-good-looking, medium height, natu bl 
, al blond, 


reen eyed, small chested junk; 
pefore and after work. Junkie who requires a fix 


Sometimes on her lunch break 
Terry shoots a dime bag of heroin 
with an Italian, fat cook 
o happens to be he 
pi ea het one Seep tr boss 
What would Entertainment Tonight _ 
The dining crew is high, e to say about this... 
the food is overpriced, 
tastes like shit. 
And yet, Hollywood Stars keep comin b 
has been seen going j & back. 
wath Michael Kealgn NG Into a storage room 
not once, but five times, 
exiting, fixing her purple plastic mini-skirt 
Terry hasn't had a fix in 11 hours, 
She would go out and suck a dick 
to earn a fix. 
nfortunately, Terry owes a 
ae are looking to al her. Hot of cash to dealers 
Last night, stress caused Terry to 
Sch herahieha deine att of a Pee TOON, 
This morning, Terry awoke, half dressed in a dark hall 
suffering from a pounding headache, , 
and a demanding diarrhea. 
Terry’s arms and legs felt cold, stiff. 
Somehow she managed to stumble down Sunset Boulevard 
bum a quarter 
and phone in sick for work. 
Not junk sick, 
just sick. 
Have you ever seen a junkie tied to a bed, 
kicking cold turkey? 
Terry has rope burns and memories of concerned friends 
who tied her to a bed in a windowless room. 
Terry spent a week in that room, 
begging God to bring her to a hospital. 


ude under a urine stained sheet, 


Terry now lies n 

clutching wet palms, 

staring at a wall calender 

feeling as if her entire thin frame were on fire. 

“Hang in there, Terry: 

3 weeks to go ” 

and you'll be admitted into a drug rehab. 

Terry has been in drug rehab before 

and understands there is a long waiting list to get in. 

Until then. 

Terry must wear long sleeves, dark sunglasses, 

work 16 hours a day, pay rent fuck strangers 

to feed an expensive monster growing in her veins. 
stained sheet, sweating, 


Imagine...Lying under a urine 
shivering, itching, crying, screaming. 
Knowing full well in three weeks 

you'll be going through heroin withdrawals again. 
Only this time, 

instead of concerned friends tying you to a bed, 
strangers in white uniforms 

will place you in emergency restraints 

then give you a large hospital bill. 


a MONSTER 


River sunbathers are burning Geni 
Italian youths wearing fake gold ath the sun’s ae 


e feeding seagulls pizza a 
The shitty top forty, . nd alka-seltzer. 
cheezy sunglasses, 
designer bathing suits 
keep me al home, 


complaining about the humidi 
In a black painted room, ty and loneliness. 


| view their enjoyment through 

J am a monster, oe ey telescope. 

a pale skin monster, 

waiting for the beach to clear. 

Under black sky 

| limp nude 

through cold sand, 

searching for aluminum cans with pen flashligh 

Couples arm in arm, stop and stare pnt. 

at the pale monster throwing dead Seagulls into the ocea 
n. 
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THE INSIDE SCOOP ON SUPERMAN 
NOT FOUND IN NO COMIC 


OR CARTOON 


Jt wasn’t Kryptonite 
that kept Clark Kent away 


from Lois Lane’s apartment. 

It was me 

and my love for Lois Lane. 

] warned Superman 

to stay away from Lois Lane 

or I would kill the bitch dead. 

Lois thought that sounded cool, 
She was getting tired of Clark’s 
strange disappearances 

coming home with cuts and bruises 
telling her 

to mind her own fucking business. 
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GOD BLESS CAPITALISM 


When a baseball 
kissed Steve’s forehead 

The earth’s floor screamed 

and cracked. 

Steve’s motorbike was pulled 
from a child’s teeth. 

Kathy has a fear of walking 
behind her memory, 

Seeing herself crying 
in front of her stepfather’s penis 
Steve, Kathy are God's children. 
God’s not abusive 

Although he does drink 

and kick his dog 

To forget his first son, “Jesus” 
who was hung on a cross 

for being homosexual. 

Since then... 

Thousands, if not millions 


have been condemned to spend life 


in bodies that refuse and 
can’t find employment. 


In an environment without sympathy 


for the homeless, 


not caring if they freeze to death. 


Long as they don’t urinate 
or sleep on private property. 


STANLEY 

false teeth, 
Stanley ie vire rimmed glasses, 
es belly, hemorrhoids. 
Pretty much keeps to himself. 
Drives a forklift nights. 
Lives alone in one room. 
Enjoys Christmas music, 
collecting candy wrappers, 
reading stolen mail. 
Stanley has turned 40, 
still fantasizes to become 
The President of America. 


Yo, Stanley! 
I also squat over a mirror 


and rub ointments onto my hemorr 
In fact, if I were to father children, 


hoids 


I'm sure they would have hemorrhoids 


and also vote for you. 
Good luck Stanley. 


GETTING DOWN ON MYSELF, PART II 1993 


I’m lonely and miserable, 
feeling guilty for admitting it. 
Spent a night on a friends couch 
talked my head off for hours. 


In doing so, I forgot she was a human 

who reassured me she enjoys listening 

rather than speaking. 

Next morning, on her short walk to work, my friend labeled me self-centered 
I haven’t seen my friend in weeks. 

Self-centered is a label I’m getting used to discussing alone. 


In order to sell you this magazine, 

I drew a quick smile and held it high, 
wanting to die. 

You deserve an academy award, 
pretending you didn’t notice my spirit 
reaching into your wallet. 


“What are you searching for in life, Frank?” 

a girl wrote. 

I’m too pathetic and shy to answer her reply. 

If I were a real man, I would phone her 

and explain I am searching for an experienced female 
who will allow me to sodomize her with crayons, 
one at a time, 

then draw “thank you” on her back. 


I don’t write to shock you. 

If I did you would need a pharmaceutical ointment 
to get rid of 

irritating itch. 

I want my eulogy to read: 

“Frank was an unusual man 

who would place an extra nail and safety pin 

into his green hair.” 


Quote from my messiah, Henry Rollins: 
“They'll make you want to die.” 


What are you walling (OU 

The population to exploas: sg 

Diiaba razor blades to pacar 
facing wellé 

Unwed mothers Seat balay 8 


will get the hint and 


ards. 
holic shame 


e shower, 


The black-eyed liar mumbling 1n th 
afraid to speak up and leave ey - self 
got pregnant young and lied to he . Cehwise 
thinking I would eventually change sen lips. 
The baby was born with identical sere apolopieé 
If there were magical flowers that could ap 
and remove restraining orders, 
I would be curious to smell the flowers 
and walk away empty-handed. 

ed bar. 


There are no natural emotions left in this crowd 
Drunk patrons and stoned bartender 

enjoy teasing me for drinking coffee. 

They understand the real me, 

the sober me, who loses control at home, 


kicking walls, breaking furniture. phe chades 
No used furniture on earth can ower a man’s sei estee 


than realizing he’s alone, 27 years old, riding the train, 
. headphones, eating dry Honey Comb cereal, 


listening to — 
re-reading Helter Skelter. 

If Eve were still in my life 

I'd crawl into her arms 

kissing her once 

for all the lonely men in the world, 
then twice for me, 

followed by a complement 


and a long lustful stare 
for all the lonely lesbians in the world. 
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gHIS ONE IS FOR HER 


sie smashed his wife’s skull apart 
ysing an axe. 
on slit his nine year old son’s throat 
Continuing his intoxicated rage 
he slit his youngest child’s wrist. 
wpaddy, I’m cold,” she complained 
as she bled to death in her fathers arm 
I gidn’t make this story up, ; 
it was on ye local news. 

on't get down on me for writi : 
Peek for the oppressed. Ont 
j wrote this 
for the little girl. 


ant 


s §0ing on, 


INSOMNIA 


ll go for ere pois. sleeping. 
riting and mastur ating. Writi : 
He hae g my health aes ene and masturbating. 
Anything for art. 
Got to explain the digging in my head. 
Got to explain the cold steel 
sinking deeper, and deeper into my spine. 
eet 


Years from now if I’m still around 

| will draw pictures of whales and trees to show the young. 
Children on my lap will think I’m insane 

for telling them with pride 

what it was like to fuck in a forest 

without a condom. 

to fish and swim ina clean ocean 

to walk to school without the fear of getting shot. 
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PIG BEWILDERMENT 


Wonder wh 
to wait im atiently tor an 
while Ene a hys ical elderly eee garage. 
sexually assaulted and ro 


Wonder if the cop 
remembers the old lady’s bust-up face 
while he’s fucking his young wife. 
Wonder what a jelly donut looks 
and tastes like stare at 
after nervously removing a child’s limbs 
from a doghouse. 


Wonder what it’s like to slowly drive 4 police car 
past your old junior high, feeling helpless 
knowing the classrooms are NOW fille 

with guns and drugs. 


Wonder if the cop 

who talked me down from a bad acid trip at 16 
would be surprised that I'm still alive. 

Hell, I thought I heard the moon 
walking on stilts. 
If it weren't for the cop’s handcuffs 
and heavy knee in my back— 

I would have flown away. 
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coRD STREET 1993 


In the sore throat of East Boston 
ae an 

“+ bro WS, Missi ; 
ne side of the building: shingles, 
all is usually quiet. 
on the other side of the building 
pookers, dealers, derelicts, you name it 
torment the neighborhood around noe ; 
peating one another in drunken stupo clock, 
casionally baseball bats and hice: rs, 

to settle disagreements. oe used 

pid ] mention screwdrivers? 

m roommate Joe. 
750 sone nna teeth, loud, busy-body 

ught a female enant ha ’ 

ai ent down d moved out on the first floor. 

nd removed an oak door from it’s hi 

auled it up 3 flights of ai se 

exchanged a worn-out plywood door 

for a freshly painted oak door. 
Same eas my slumlord Anthony 

e an intoxica 

nese the kitchen. ted blond woman, screaming obscenities 
Together the woman and Anthony 
accused Joe of theft. 
Joe denied stealing the door. 
Said he found the oak door in the cellar 
covered with cobwebs. 
Anthony whipped out a screwdriver 
and began to work on Joe's door. 
Joe went berserk 
Dry spaghetti sauce around his lips. 
spit flying from his mouth, 
Joe swung a wooden cane at Anthony. 
Anthony managed to duck just in time 

wrestling the cane away from Joe, 
Tossing the cane across the kitchen’s filthy linoleum. 
Joe then grabbed a large knife from within a bureau. 


Anthony stood his ground 
in Joe’s door frame, 


clutching a screwdriver. 
frantically hollering, “Call the police, Frank! Call the police!” 


, 


Pretending not to hear Mane 

I continued to eat my Ne ana 

not taking my eyes off Joes 

Joe dae ee renee 

) n 

tebe sleep with Anthony on 

Joe went ona rampage, 

punching holes in walls, 

tearing the doorbel 

In an extra large oa 
anging outa window 

ae off the building, 

Joe resembles a gorilla. 

75 percent of the residents 

including myself 

refuse to pay rent 

until hathony fixes what is needed. 

Most residents have a se . hl 

I drug addict named Eric. . 

barge aes are sunken we his freckled face 

For 25, he doesn’t look so good. d 

Eric has successfully burglarized and physically assaulte 

most of the tenants 

and a few neighbors as well. 

A huge Hawaiian dude at 

who lives on my side of the building 

caught Eric breaking into his van. 

Immediately after Eric’s face healed, 

Eric kicked in a tenant’s door 

and threatened him with a knife. 

The pigs threw Eric in jail for a month. 

Chicken shit that Anthony is, Anthony won't evict Eric 


for fear Eric will retaliate, 
burning down the building. 
Clean clothes, weight gained, looking almost alive, 
Eric returned from jail 

with a shy, malnourished teenager 


and her 11-month old son. 
Together they share public assistance and crack. 


Early in September's morning rain 


noise and confusion 
shook trashcans out front of my residence. 


4 police cruisers and an ambulance 


arrived in a haste 
to haul away a thin, black-eyed female 


ve the stolen door. 
his mind, 


| from its wire. 
ack t-shirt 


who slashed her arms 
1 was in a window 
when Eric's pathetic sweethe 
from the shee 
rearing White cotton, bl eee 
ae with her brown i notte, 
same afternoon & low. 
jore police and this time st 
Reine clipboards, Somer ite 
taking away Eric’s girlfriend’s baby = 
The child was left unattended ; 
while it’s mother 
went to the hospital. 

Apart from the building | masturbate j 
the ee isn’t all that bad. n 
's a working class, Italian, : : 

pole bane Te eee ihe te neighborhood. 

very family orientated. 

J’‘m gonna miss Ford Street 

and all those insane individuals 

who dwell in this low-income building 

Only in the suburbs 

the conservatives have time on their hands 

to beat up Negroes, homosexuals, 

and youths with colored hair. 

Unlike my address, 

the residents are too busy trying to 

without getting killed. pee een 

I've been here seven months 

and dread the thought: of moving t 

New York City ade cool. Ev argne tem em ee Boston, 
How’s about mailing me a few thousand? 

OK, back to Ford Street. 

Recently two plain-clothes detectives arrested Anthony. 
A few lucky tenants witnessed the arrest. 

Anthony was busted 

for operating an illegal boarding house without a permit. 
Fire inspectors have fined him. 

Health inspectors have fined him. 

East Boston’s housing court 

has condemned my home. And has ordered me to vacate the premises. 


] have one week 
to receive your kind contributions. 


Thank you. 


tht 


and thighs with broken gla 
ass, 


art 
art returned home alone 


& 


Wonder if Michael Jackson’s face 
smells like bleach. 


wee 


Rain smashing its knees on concrete. 


wwe 


Intoxicating eyes 
inhaling cocaine. 


wee 


My cock is a mime 
imitating a tall oak tree. 


wee 


Why mourn for the dead? 

Pretend your loved one 

is living a comfortable life-style out-of-state 
and someday you’ll have enough cash to visit 


wee 


I'm free. 

This cell is really a tall grass field. 

Your world is stupid and blind, 

unable to see that I’m free. 

I'm gonna grow old in my tall grass field. 
— Charles Manson 


wae 


“Wake up bitch and suck my cock!” he demanded. 
“What?” she said in a sleepy voice. 

“You heard me bitch! Suck my cock!” 

Naturally, you would think any woman 

would be upset with this rude awakening. 

Not her. 

She'll wake her husband yelling: 

“Wake up asshole and lick my clit!” 


week 


HELL ON EARTH 


UFO landed inches from my nose 
three-headed alien Stepped off a 
triangular spacecraft, 

waved hello. 

Its green scaly arm 

was blown clean off 

its human-like body 

by a paranoid farmer 

crouched in a cornfield, 

cradling a shotgun. 

Switching channels 

large breasts floating in a jacuzzi 
belonging to a redhead licking her lips- 
begging me to phone her. 

Who needs human companionship~ 
Not I, I’ve got 36 Panasonic color channels 
a filthy mind and a $300 phone bill. 
Disco, rap, pop, raggae- 

What else would you expect from an MTV VJ 
to play in HELL ON EARTH? 

Pass the remote control 

the Cosby show is on, 

Don’t you think 

that black guy is funny? 

God, it’s hot down here. 


wi 


MARCH 1994 -<it friends roughly the 
March 1994 I took a trip to San Francis jock. They live in the street, 

same age as myself. Who are totally into ae they g°- Rather than 

play in bands, drink, fight, cause chaos where TE tied ollie punks. 

spend cash on a hotel, I slept in a filthy be yellow van. Someone stole 
It’s hard to forget the week gelaee large warehouse. Wherein 


its battery. The van was parked in : Leases sal spaces. 
Masiviane of all kinds practised and lived in tiny a known for 
The warehouse was located in a deserto K ior the van, my pal Bob 

high crime and gang violence. Around the bloc tes. The warehouse park- 
had a gun put to his head, robbed a pack of cigareli®. | ny ot Bands 
ing lot was a nonstop party, automobiles Ee forty-something, a 
practising around the clock. The drummer for a Bae speed in a emiall 
favorite with punks around the country. ceca ; 


; enage girls. I 
rehearsal space he rented and shared with tw . pili ae ae arena 
would hear them going at it when I went to the ba 


had no hot water or shower. 
The van lit with candles, smelled of mildew 


Extremely hot during the day, cold at night. _ 
The ae sun aes drummer for MDC banging away was enough 


: , Bob and 
to drive me insane, not that the pale skinned couple seek ee. ae 
Debbie, bickering over a relationship gone sour, had a ae is head 
searching the city for other friends with apartments, who 


: i lost contact. 
when I lived here two years ago, and have since then 
On Haight St. I Hppedol a bag of M&Ms and bumped into a writer 


named Tom Curm. Tom looks like a nerd, short blond hair, thick black 
glasses. Don’t let Tom’s clean cut image fool you. Tom is punk to ue 
and knows his history on punk rock music. Tom and I used to go to hard- 
core shows, poetry readings together back when I lived inSan Francisco. 
Tom apologized for not granting me a spot on his floor. “I’m having a hard 
time with my room mates, Frank, they say I’m a drunk and want me out by 
the first.” Tom is thirty, his clean shaven face is bloated and red from heavy 
drinking. If Tom lives to be forty no doubt Tom will become the next 
Bukowski. Tom’s writings are incredible. Tom and I had a chance to see 
an all-ages show before I left San Francisco. 

Rat is 21, unable to apply for general assistance or for food stamps. 
It’s hard to maintain a permanent address, when one’s on the run from the 
law. Rat is wanted in Texas for auto theft and for a few other outstanding 
warrants he won't discuss. I first met Rat in front of Taco Bell on Market 
Street. Rat was trying to scam dinner off a couple leaving Taco Bell with 
bags in tow. The Yuppies in white tennis outfits were no match for Rat's 
thin face, sad brown stare, torn green flight jacket. Rat thanked the couple 
then sat next to me on the pavement. Rat has seven tall spikes on the top of 


his head. Between bites 
of a burri 

Rat gave me a cigarette and shady : 
about his hair. “I never take ae 
body knows not to mo i 
ach with my spikes sanding Co ee seta Nai 
ich atop eee Toe © 100k cool at all times. Never know 

Going to kick in a door to a Squat shining a flashlight in your 


eyes.” I agreed laughing, point; 
with rubber bands and ee to my own spikes dyed green, held up 


- bummed cigarettes off pedestrians. 
Ood with me, then went on and on 
y spikes,” rat explained, “in sleep my 


dicts, pimps, junkies . ; 
daylight - Ad viciniky: Wha thelr business. I've seen knife fights in broad 
to ten individuals between the ages ae bee down and fog rolls into S.F., six 
ored hair, spiked leather jackets, carrvi Be dressed in black, sporting col- 
on the corner of Fifth and Market ate ee edrolls, canteens will enter an alley 
top, walking across tar covered in - ae turns. to elim’ ‘up:onto a rook: 

. In ———» broken pe] j ha 
large board lying beneath the onl es : glass, syringes, to reac 
Occasionally police will send in police @ ee ees 

Myself and two large male squaiies: netic a = ets 

ehains-and flashlish ) armed with wooden chair legs, 
gnts routinely searched the abandoned Greyhound f k 
addicts who may have decided to enter the buildi "R Ate ae! oad 
floor were cleaner than any other floor Sarsiten ee 
, ring the large amount of trash 
in every room, broken windows, rain soaked carpet ted pi hangi 
from ceilings. Perfect scenery for a horror carr to be filmed in : Afi i 
hee param aed managed to clean it the best l could without 
board | pubdewins 1 would fos Heal No matter how many pieces of card- 
bag. Second night in Greyhou i pene aoa ee es sh eee 
ihe samequayet entered is nd I caught the flu. Trying to exit Greyhound 
as no easy task. Not when ] had a hundred and 
two temperature and a heavy backpack to deal with, knowing there was an 
alley down below filled with scum waiting to rob anything that moved. I 
asked a few squatters to help me get safely off the roo& and out of the neigh- 
borhood. Saint Mary’s hospital gave me a prescription for cold medicine. A 
few hours later, I was back in Greyhound shaking and sweating on wet 
cardboard, waiting for whatever was in the darkness to kill me. 

After spending a month and a half in San Francisco, sleeping here and 
there, selling a few zines, eating off tables in restaurants, touring soup kitch- 
ens, pan-handling, listening to friends gossip about one another, fighting over 
the last beer, I welcomed the long uncomfortable ride on Greyhound back to 
Boston. Felt good to know there was a black and white TV waiting for me 
back in suburbia. As the bus rolled across the Golden Gate Bridge I noticed 
Alcatraz in the Bay. First thing that came to my mind was I wondered how 
many orgasms were created by hand on the rock. 


If I had a dollar for every prisoner who... 


A TRIP BEYOND BELIEF 


At twenty-one 
I suffered a mild heart attack 


brought on by injecting cocaine. 


Miami doctors have stated ee 
I was clinically dead for ten minu 


; i lle 
All I recall is opening my eyes In a brick alley 
somewhere in Heaven, cee isda aireans 


where a group of angels 
kicked the shit out of me, ; 
‘cause they didn’t like my green hair. 


Ten minutes in Heaven 
equals a year on Earth. 


Trust the warning of an alternative Christian... 


Heaven is lame, everyone dresses the same. sc acadies antl seventies 
All the radio stations play the same crap from 


Jesus drives a diamond-studded pure-silver pickup truck, 


and enjoys driving fast, 
while bad-mouthing Jehovah’s witnesses. 


On Earth I heard a rumor 
that the streets in Heaven 


are made of gold. 
I’m back on Earth to write - the rumor is true. 


Although you wouldn’t know it, 
because the gold is beneath four feet of bullet proof glass. 


Only Jesus is permitted to walk upon the gold. 


I know this is hard to believe, 

but try to imagine 

how I felt swallowing a warm chocolate milkshake, 
served with a shy little smile 

belonging to Ted Bundy. 

Yup, Ted Bundy is in Heaven, 

working at a Dairy Queen. 

Adolf Hitler is also in Heaven, 

living in a car, 

writing a novel titled, “Christ Died For You and 1.” 


After small talking with a 
] ran around asking, “Where 
hoping for an autograph, ere’s Elvis 


A Negro angel wearing a filt 
pan-handling in front - 4 liq walcolm X t-shirt 
told me to calm down, mis 


For a dollar the angel expla; 
0,3 ai 
Elvis is on Earth Plained,., 


Remo vine a handgun from under his shirt 
the angel s black eyes turned bright red r : 
“That fat hick ain’t coming up here!” when he said 


I also hung out with a small 
wearing prison uniforms, Broup of demons 
visiting from Hell, 

who Christ thought he could rehabilitate 
Christ was showing off his estate 
overlooking the universe. 

meanwhile, demons were follow; 
stealing things. ng nis heels 


To set your mind at ease 

God is neither male nor female. 
God is a medium-sized oak tree 
Not knowing whether to believe 
the angel with onion breath 

who introduced me to God, 

J grabbed a hand full of leaves 
and pulled 

hearing bullet-proof glass 

cracking beneath my combat boots. 


I gotta admit, Heaven wasn’t all that bad, 

the food was free, 

no rent to pay, 

personally entertained by Christ 

who refused to use utensils. 

Seeing spaghetti falling through holes in Christ’s hands 
certainly was holesome entertainment, (HA, HA). 

Not to mention... 

wearing a blindfold 

trying to stick a lit cigar through a hole in Christ’s hand 


while he was laughing his ass off. 


agician on Earth. 
No doubt Christ would have a a great magic 
One of my favorite magic tricks ; ir] 
was when Christ would place a beautiful young & 
under his robe, 
wave a magic beer bottle 
over the large bulk. 
Seconds later, the volunteer's bare feet woul 
reappearing months later in a bar, 
pregnant, angry, 
looking for Jesus. 


d disappear, 


Last comment 


Christ spoke to me eT 
before an angel led me back to the brick alley 


where | first arrived in Heaven 


was, “Take care Frank, health” 
and remember to bless an oak tree for your nea . 


Unfortunately, this is all I remember 
from my brush with death and trip to Heaven. 


There’s a needle scar 

on my left forearm 

that would gladly testify 
to this story as non-fiction. 


kik 


ci1EY-BREAKY DREAMS \* 


ESE OEP os a ite audience Starts laughing, 
ima Jonestown survivor Spee eae a at me. 
ded by dead bodies, dixi / mother’s in the audience. 
gurroun y 7 CURIE Cups, Phil shoves a microphone under her chin 


flies: police, news reporters 
g to know why I didn’t drink 
on Kool-Aid. 


- ‘i SS Pa 


and asks, “How does it feel to have a liar 
for a son”? 

My mother 

now standing, 

face half hidden behind a red purse, 
answers, “Not very good, Phil.” 

: I start to cry. 

Bg Standing in my chair, 

ass towards the audience 

1 drop my jeans 


wantin : 


oe? - 


fangless vampire a 
clutching an icepick, straw, * 
ig chasing Me through a shopping mall. ei 
im on a mountain 
parefoot, wearing a white robe 
enjoying 4 sunsel. exposing a humongous gaping, hole 
Christ is urinating 8 in my rectum. 
behind a tree. | ( _ —— 

paieore: pace ESRB lm in LA 
cfg PN riding in back of a cab, 
operated by a stuttering male Negro, 
explaining ...a white man on vacation 
would have to be in-ss-sane 
b to W-w-wanna visit s-s-south central. 
] reassure the driver it’s OK, 
because I’m dreaming and have lots of cash 
to purchase a machine gun 
if needed. 
tee ne rrvegriesetanads TS mani a ea ely hy 581.2" 


won wn ow" vee 


Charles Manson and four undernourished, 
filthy teenage girls 
are having group sex with Eve. 


| 


Est eeeett ated pet ol a gh ee Smo - i 


= 


Men deathrow 
thinking about 

my last victim’s 
young thighs, yellow hair. 
] have an erection. 

J try to get off, 

put nothing happens. 


> wa 2 eer n +e Are, 
0 


J'm in a San Francisco cafe 
begging Eve 

not to end our relationship. 
Eve won't look me in the eyes, 
She’s stoned. 


5_ ee a EY NASP we Eve has a mouthful. 
i'm in the White House m There’s a handcuff 
hidden behind an open door, dangling from her wrist. 


holding a hammer, nail. She's pointing, motioning me to leave. 


The president has his back to me. | ee arveniace 
weemtiy Woody Allen is on television, 


$4 conducting a press conference 
#4 from a hospital bed. 
A 


yrs 
'm a guest on Donahue, 


explaining with great embarrassment 
fi 1 was once abducted in my sleep, i Woody’s glasses are cracked, 


if ee ; 
aboard a spacecraft Ey his left arm is in a cast. 
Gaceioniced : + There’s a bandage on his forehead. 


by a nine foot half alien, half human ‘i Woody is urging his wife’s movie fans 


i to stop mailing her 
that had a frozen tit $4 to stop mailing | 
on top of her green head. things to hit him with. 


ae TY ee 


at | understand 


‘ om wh , : H : 
Woody ends the press conference H ase has been an on ee eo eanoe 
a tearful peeiont a I'm the first cen ee ie , 
ave never, and would never, f kers a 
, : co-wor 
sexually molest my own children. es hell of a time cs 
Mia’s accusations are false.” floating across the ipeians screen, 
I shut off the TV, oe my severed head, 
place a loaded .22 caliber in a shoebox, } Sage en 
and head for the post office. 1) PY ag selena Aa 
oe a tant ov SI € toothless redhead woman 


I'm arguing with a friend glass window 
who thinks the National Inquirer 

is unrealistic trash. 

I] defend the magazine 

as wholesome entertainment. 

A phone rings, my boss is on the line. 
He wants me to write a story 

about lightning striking 

a Texas warehouse 

creating life, to ten-thousand pairs 
of Nike sneakers. 
I title the story, 
ENTIRE COMMUNITY STOMPED 

TO DEATH. 

td eee 
Santa Claus weighing at least 300 
is on my lap, 
whispering he enjoys 
vintage wine on teenage breasts. 


a bee eee ow ebb 


ind sliding ow 
pe reads—Dental Receptionist— 


is explaining...in order to sees 
dental care, ] must wait a mont 

for Medicaid to approve payment 
on what I need done 

to fix three front teeth. 

One tooth is chipped in half. 

Two teeth are loose 

ready to fall out. a 

] question the receptionist, = 
“How long have you been waiting 
for false teeth?” 
The receptionist suc 
gives me a cold star 


“A year.” 


at 


ks in her lips, 
e and answers, 


a 3 pine - 
2 ere Shee @ Arsen yt Gern~ or. ~~? ~+ 


I'm on Greyhound 

drinking beer, 

5 = wondering if anyone in the world 

M = knows | exist. 

The bus rolls into a small southern town. 
I hop off the bus for a quick cigarette. / 
The bus driver goes in and comes out \ 
of a trailer used for a Greyhound office. 

The bus driver is not alone, | 
he’s talking to a sheriff | 
who’s pointing at me. : 


wae 


I'm sixteen again. 
Homeless, half asleep in a hallway. 
Mother and small girl 

leaving their apartment 

step quietly over my legs. 

The girl is first to reach the front door. 
“It’s raining, Mommy,” the kid whispers. 
The mother, clapping her hands together, 
whispers, “Not anymore.” 
They leave. ih 


wht 


as zm 9 


are weeping in two rows of folding chairs *} 
in front of a large color TV eases 
The men are wearing dark suits, ties. ) 
The women are wearing Bisse 
black dresses, dark sunglasses. x 


My family, friends te 
Wag 22s 2 
Fe 


Se ‘p 
Lost my rifle a few miles back. 
I'm Tunning through Vietnam, 
bullets are hitting a seventy-five pound 
army knapsack weighing me down. 
If you think I should take it off to run 
faster, you're crazy. 
Anyway back to the fear and blood... 
I leap behind a boulder to catch my breath. 
A sniper somewhere in the trees 
slips a silent bullet into my shoulder, 
paralyzing my right arm. 
Using a bootlace for a temporary sling 
I continue running 
Until 1 come to the edge of a stream. 
I step on a mine, it explodes 
knocking me to the ground, 
where | discover, 
through clenched teeth and disbelief 
that both my legs have been blown off 
at the kneecaps, 
and are now floating in the water. 
Using my knees for legs 
I run onward, begging God to spare my life. 
In a tall grass field, 
a gook holding a flame thrower, startles me. 
I am now blind, missing large portions 
of flesh and hair, 
using my good arm to feel 
through the underbrush. 
I draw in a tired breath 
and begin to jog a slow pace. 
] am now jogging through the jungle 
and nothing’s gonna stop me. 
I'm asleep, remember? 


e celebrating his 
his favorite bar. 


u My father and J ar 
e to accompany 


h birthday in 


forty-eight 
ther has asked m 
\ 


My stepmo 
my father for a 
Meanwhile across town 
she’s preparing 4 surprise birthday party- 
My father is drunk, with an arm aroun 
my shoulder. 

“Son, can you keep 4 secret from your mothe 
I nod. 

your father enjoys eating 


“The secret is, 
human garbage. 
s to the floor laughing. 


HA, HA, HA,” my father fall 
] help him up. 
e the middle-aged, 


; “Seriously son, notic 
semi-fat woman 


leaning against a pool table, 
wearing white tank top and shorts, 


grossly displaying band aids and bruises 


on her legs?” 
“Do you mean the Mexican midget 


: who resembles a filthy milk carton 
with large breasts?” J ask, half kidding. 


few hours. 


r?” 


garbage, 


— “Exactly the one, son.” 
oe father’s slurred words continue. 
el twenty dollars I made her moan. 
. e tastes like your stepmother.” 
You're sick, Pop.” . 
“Think so, son, 


How’ 
oe s about another beer?” 


= 
- 


= 
ws = 
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holding a whip in one hand, 

clutching Superman’s hair with the other. 

Every now and then I jerk Superman's head back 
verbally degrading him. 

San Francisco harbor is below us. 

Eve is on a Sailboat, talking with a new boy friend. 


iB “Frank will do anything for money.” 
4 eee ‘ ’ 
I'm listening to Black Flag, 
rolling a joint. 
There’s a knock on my apartment door. 
It’s Bill Clinton. 
] invite him in. 
Bill suggests I don’t inhale. 


My pal Mike 
is complaining about a girl. 
I tell Mike if he thinks he’s got it rough 


to look out the kitchen window. 
The sun’s rib cage is hanging low 
over South Boston. 


Throwing twenty-seven basketballs 

in a row through a hoop. 

] win an NBA talent contest. 

My prize is a date with Daryl Hannah. 

NBA has paid for a limo 

and a wonderful time. 

Darryl] and I are in an expensive French 
restaurant. 

Over candles and mushroom spaghetti 
sauce 

Darryl is explaining money and fame 

are not qualities she looks for in a man, 

personality is. 

“My man could be toothless, overweight, 
bald with no dick. 

Far as I’m concerned, | would fuck an 
electric eel 

if it has a good personality.” 

For the seventh time, I ask, 

“Are you positive personal appearance 
isn’t a must?” 

“Absolutely,” Darry] insists waving a 
salad fork over her head. 

I remove a razor from a rented tuxedo, 

slicing my face. 

Darryl's eyes light up, cracking a smile. 

Her hand slips beneath the table "i 

squeezing my crotch. 


paren 


I'm dressed in bondage clothing, 
holding a whip in one hand, 
clutching Superman’s hair with the other. 


Every now and then I jerk Superman’s head back 
verbally degrading him. 

San Francisco harbor is below us. 

Eve is on a sailboat, talking with a new boy friend. 


“Frank will do anything for money.” 


ewe a 
* 


when 


I'm listening to Black Flag, - 
rolling a joint. 
There’s a knock on my apartment door. 
' It’s Bill Clinton. 
] invite him in. 
Bill suggests I don’t inhale. 


My pal Mike 
is complaining about a girl. 

I tell Mike if he thinks he’s got it rough 
to look out the kitchen window. 

The sun’s rib cage is hanging low 

over South Boston. 


Throwing twenty-seven basketballs 

in a row through a hoop. 

] win an NBA talent contest. 

My prize is a date with Daryl Hannah. 

NBA has paid for a limo 

and a wonderful time. 

Darry! and | are in an expensive French 
restaurant. 

Over candles and mushroom spaghetti 
sauce 

Darryl is explaining money and fame 

are not qualities she looks for in a man, 

personality is. 

“My man could be toothless, overweight, 
bald with no dick. 

Far as I'm concerned, | would fuck an 
electric eel 

if it has a good personality.” 

For the seventh time, I ask, 

“Are you positive personal appearance 
isn’t a must?” 

“Absolutely,” Darryl] insists waving a 
salad fork over her head. 

I remove a razor from a rented tuxedo, 

slicing my face. 

Darryl's eyes light up, cracking asmile. + | 


Her hand slips beneath the table 
squeezing, my crotch. 


INTRODUCING BLUE 


Dyed her hair blue, 

the nickname stuck with her. eee 

Blue lived in an apartment above mine e eatord aw 
Blue’s apartment had no electricity, couldn 

barbed wire, rubber bats, rock posters 
decorated the Living room. 


Heavy blankets blocking out sunlight. 
Spilled ashtrays and blue candle wax everywhere. 


Rusted bathtub filled with Archie comics. 
Blue kept a thin grey adult cat 

missing fur, shaved off it’s forehead 

in an army trunk 


drilled full of holes. t 
Allowing pet mice to roam freely through her apartment. 


Blue and I were destined to be close friends. 


Felt this, first night 

Blue PovAged black combat boot against my apartment door. 
Inviting herself in, 

shutting off all the lights, 

sitting on the kitchen linoleum, chain smoking, 

confiding in me... 

Her last landlord across town evicted her 

because she would blow out the pilots on her stove, 

turn on the gas, 


leaving the oven door open. 
“What can I say other than I’m a Southem gal 


who enjoys the smell of gas. 
That ain’t nothing,” Blue boasted in the darkness. 


“I smashed every window in my last apartment with a broom handle.” 


Lowering her Louisiana accent, 
“Tequila doesn’t mix well during menstruation.” 


From that night on, 
I knew I had a female companion. 


Blue stood six foot two, one-hundred sixty pounds 
shoulder-length hair, intense hazel eyes 

shining behind silver prescription glasses, 

missing lenses, similar to Catgirl’s glasses. 


Hanging out with Blue was never a dull moment. 
Spitting at conservative individuals dumb enough to stare. 


Spray painting parked cars. 
Shoplifting. 

Participating in a race riot, 

throwing rocks and bottles at police. 


Blue was cool, 

we were eating pizza in he is se 

when she threw a pepp pea sone kitchen, 

against a leopardskin curtain 

“Why did you do that?” 1 

“Felt like doing it,” gah as 

Blue explained, laughing, childlik 

Lighting a Marlboro, : a 

placing her bare feet ont 

eather lips o the kitchen table, cigarette hanging 
icking a blue painted toenail, 

Blue went on further, explaining... 

“part of the fun having your own place 

is wearing nothing, shoving a carrot i 

in front of the Donahue aNeW. ae aaa 

Not having to worry 

about parents or roommates interrupting 


Blue and I once sneaked in i 

Pea eee to a Catholic church 

Made off with chicken breast, two champa 

Ended up getting drunk in an alley Bee nid Denble 
Blue leaning herself against a dumpster ) 
stood on my skateboard. 

Licking my lips, thanking God the sun had set. 

I lifted Blue’s great-great-grandmother’s 

long black dress, flapping in warm breeze. 

Placing my hands on Blue’s bony hips, 

slowly moving the skateboard back and forth, 

hearing Blue moan. 


Blue was fascinated by astrology. 
She had a large closet filled with astrology books. 
Blue said, “We were both Aquariuses, born to be insane.” 


Unfortunately, Blue had a terrible heroin habit. 

She'd strip dance, prostitute, steal, lie, beg, borrow, 
anything for a high. 

Through it all, Blue never fucked over our friendship. 


Fortunately for Blue, 

the landlord didn't live in our building. 

There were only three apartments. 

Mine, Blue’s and a deaf woman on the top floor, 
who kept to herself. 

Day and night 

musicians, bikers, hippies, old men, dogs, kids; 
if it had legs and enjoyed a party, 

I'd see it through a peephole in my door. 


Half naked, urinating on the hall rug. 


Banging on my door, b 
asking for the time, spare change, phone to call a ca 


While waiting at a bus stop 
for Blue to swipe cigarettes from a drugstore, 


a beautiful Filipino girl wearing short yellow dress, 
selling long-stem roses, 
traded me two red roses 


for one of my poetry mags. 
I also gave the Filipino girl a compliment, — 
told her she looked tastier than a steak burnito. 


Don’t think her big black eyes appreciated the humor. 
She just stood there on the curb 

staring in silence, holding my mag 

and a plastic pail of roses. 

Made me uncomfortable. 

Blue cheered me up, from behind, 

tapping my spiked leather jacket, 

asking for a match. 


Blue and I each held a rose, kissed it, made a wish, 
tossing the flowers in front of a bus. 


Got on, laughing, 
agreeing how great it would be to afford a rose, 


and a dream 
every time we boarded a bus. 


Never understood why | gave Blue a key to my apartment 
Blue would fall hard and heavy on my legs, waking me. 
Wanting to introduce some kook 

she had met earlier in an “S&M” bar. 

Sure enough, leaning in my bedroom door frame 

would be a shirtless hairy man, thick mustache, 

black leather pants, motorcycle boots, 

playing with gold-pierced nipples. 

Smiling, wanting to know if I have to urinate. 


Let me tell you about Willy, 


another friend of Blue’s. 
Willy happened to be a wealthy perverted photographer, 


who insisted on photographing me and Blue on our roof, 
wearing one another's underwear. 

Money outweighed feeling foolish. 

I earned one-hundred dollars 

standing barefoot on warm trash, 

modeling Blue’s red bra, panties. 

Dirt, heat, sweat, created an urge to assault 

the short white-haired faggot, 


pointing his camera, instru ti 

to bend over this way and ter nes aa 
Ignoring the violent urge, o 

] hopped around alongsid 

in the fading sun, pee re 


hearing police sirens down below 


One long goddamn rainy da 
before my twenty-first birthday 
Blue injected coke and heroin 
Messed up her apartment more 
than u 
Throwing a small stool through a iene coon window 


trying to breathe, trying to seek :; 
Late in the evening, & medical assistance. 


Willy found Blue curled up in a ball 
behind an overturned couch. 
Shoelace tied to her arm, 

syringe next to her head. 


Willy anonymously phoned 911 from a comer pay phone. 


] learned Blue O.D.’d somewhere around 2 a m 
when an ambulance, police arrived for Blue. 7 


The label “nigger” is unfair, 

so is witnessing your best friend for the last time 
in a body bag. 

Carted downstairs 

by black coroners, 

commenting sarcastically about the corpse’s hair. 


A week after my birthday 
Blue would have tumed twenty-six. 


Managed to live for my twentieth birthday. 
Opened my post-office box, 

and removed a homemade birthday card 

from it’s black envelope. 

Scribbled in blue crayon on the front cover 

read, “Hallmark isn’t worth spending cash on.” 
Inside the cover read, “Although you are, Frank. 
Happy Birthday, Love Blue.” 

Loneliness scraped the back of my throat. 
Standing in a long line, 

waiting impatiently to purchase stamps. 

Hand over my face, struggling to keep 

from bawling my eyes out. 

Sure would look humorous 

dead man with green mohawk, in black clothing, 


missing eyeballs, 
clutching a birthday card, - 
sprawled across a hysterical elderly woma 


hollering for help. 


I discarded the card in the trash, and headed 
Kicking a Pepsi can along the way. 
Explaining to my shadow 

how hard it would be to keep a birthday card 


from Blue, 
and to get on with life. ; building, 
Pesala ani vaies climbing cement steps, leading to my - 


I heard my shadow call me a heartless fool. 


for home. 


Never made it to Blue’s funeral. 
Instead, I blew out all the pilots on my stove, 


turned on the gas, 
leaving the oven door open. 
Sitting on the kitchen linoleum in darkness, 


inhaling deep, wishing Blue were there. 


If heaven has plaster walls, insects, television, 
no doubt Blue is up there 

kicking holes, crazy gluing flies, roaches, 

on television screens. 


Blue called it art. 
She would surround my t.v. with pieces of plaster 


insisting we watch the last M*A*S*H episode 


with flies and roaches 
glued on the television screen. 


IN MEMORY OF BLUE 
1958-1984 


MEMOIRS FROM BOSTON 1995 


When, Where, Why I began my Depression label 


are questions I am waiting ; : 
and Boston Herald to eis impatiently for the New Yorker 


In case they never interview 
me, I'll explain it. 
Remember, you learned it here first exclusively in this book. 


1990, I was washing dishes j 
bitter and bored, Portland ane community where I grew up, 


Where if I did not conform to the norm 
writing nature, love poetry. 
Kissing ass to the few editors of poet icati i 
my ee would forever rollec di ec na 
nable to type a complete sentence uSin i i 
: , fifth 
I photocopied handwritten, misspelled es ee eee 
Masking taped my thoughts on walls of bars, cafes, laundromats. 
Selling my writing for quarters 
wherever I went, dance clubs, theatres, supermarkets etc. 
The pen name “Frank's Depression Poetry” was created 
to sign under bleak poems, I would inscribe 
on abandoned buildings, trash cans. 
Accomplishing what I intended to have happen, happened 
] received my pen name and photo 
in a few local papers. 
Portland was mine in which to be discovered. 
Hauling around a suitcase filled with fliers, 
Depressing collages to promote myself. 
] read at open poetry readings, jumped on stage and recited a poem or two 
before bands performed. 


1991, I wrote, narrated a sixty minute film, titled “Window Watcher’ 
two pals and | illegally plugged in a portable PA and video camera 
in front of Burger King. 


First part of “Window Watcher” in colour, contains me... 
prancing around in a long black hooded robe, 

face painted ghostly white, noose around my neck, 
reading to passersbySa poem dealing with ° 
sunshine that has its pants down masturbating in blue sky, 


above children playing in a sandbox. 


: ly crowded 
It's noontime, and Congress Square 1S ed ict 
Curious individuals stop briefly, ae eae mumbling to themselves. 
quickly walking away, shaking a molestation 


i ith chi 
Apparently, poetry dealing wit 
doesn’t mix well with burgers and ES coc aliie 


. . - ly 
Portland’s art community is extreme er 
Every summer two hundred artists ge nice 
to stand proud against their as cea AL wk Fait 
containing colourful ships, landscapes, 6° 


ic end 
Bringing my poetry performance to a dramatic en 
] bent bd ope ae a “Why Be Normal” pin 
off a two foot Charlie McCarthy doll. 
Dousing the black clad doll in lighter fluid, 
asking spectators for a moment of silence, 
quickly scanning Congress for police, 
tossing a lit match onto the doll. 
lifting my long black robe, bent over, 
“The END,” painted in green on my ass 
received a few laughs 
And helped sell a few zines as well. 


one ‘ bate cas th 
If you are familiar with my writings for what it’s wort : 
my ex-girlfriend Eve appears in the second half of “Window Watcher. 


Eve plays the role of a silent woman vey 
who spends most of her miserable existence drinking 
on a couch near a window overlooking a bar. 
Spending most of her time in the bar, on a stool, 

in view of her apartment window. 

The highlight of Eve's acting is when 

she smashes a bathroom mirror with a fist 


to silence voices in her mind. 
Staggering to bed with her hand wrapped in a bloody towel. 


The pain revealed on Eve's beautiful face is believable. 

Eve is later strangled to death by her imagination, 

I was perfect for the role to play Eve’s imagination, 

truly frightening. 

Long before Jay ever suggested to me we film “Window Watcher,” 

I had taken a razor to my shoulder length hair, dyed black and green 


creating huge bald spots. 
The colour film now changed to black and white footage 
reveals Eve half-dressed in bed casually puffing on a cigarette 


with her eyes shut. 


My voice narrating “Wind 
ow : i i 
how dangerous her meg aaa 


My pale skin, black mascara, d 

nee , ark 1 thi 
slowly rising from behind Eve’s ee ei d 
placing a noose around Eve's throat cata 
The room turns black, end of film 


Immediately following the making of “Window Watcher” 

Eve typed my first real magazine on a Macintosh 

Tank full of gas, trunk full of zines ate 

Eve and ] escaped from Portland ‘i her Ford 

Stopping briefly in New York, Chicago, Nevada, L.A. 

Eve is a fantastic cartoonist who would draw art for my magazines. 
Eve and I went our separate ways in San Francisco. 


MAXIMUM ROCK N’ ROLL February’s issue 1991 

gave “Window Watcher” a review worth mentioning. 

I'm proud of “Window Watcher” it was shot, edited 

mixed with a bizarre gloom and doom soundtrack 

The talented Jay C. Moore recorded on an eight track, 

using special effects and electric guitar. 
“Window Watcher” has done unexpectedly well renting in Videoport 
where Jordan stocks shelves, borrowing video equipment. 
Jordan sold one film through the mail for twenty dollars. 
Proving once again without cash to market raw artistic talent 
one must become creative in promoting themselves. 

Step on a few toes. ' «not take no for an answer. 


After spending a year in San Francisco 

reciting poetry, distributing my magazine on the street 

] returned to Portland brokenhearted over breaking up with Eve. 

It was 1 AM when | phoned WMPG begging the collage D.J. 
ermission to recite a poem entitled “The 90's” on the air. 

Halfway through the poem a female voice interrupted me, 

insisting I] put another twenty cents in. 

Dimeless, Penniless, smashing the phone against its casing 

Screaming “Fuck!, “Shit!”, “Cunt!”, “Fuck!” 


Returning home, mad at the world. 

Rewinding a cassette, | left on record. 

Sure enough, my voice and the operator's appeared 

along with my obscenities, and assault on the phone booth. 


Wanting a larger city than Portland the street during the day, 
where J could distribute my writings on 

washing dishes at night. 

While waiting for fame and fortune : 
I] chose Boston, Boston is close to my S ea 
Recently a friend in Boston invited me to 

to insomniacs on WHRB in Cambridge. 1. are volunteers. 
College radio has no commercials, the D.J.’s 

After midnight one can swear freely — 

without an operator fucking interrupting. 

{.B.T.A. police will prevent me noe 


father in Maine. — 
d my Depression 


Neither rain, snow, nor the 
distributing my books, zines, t-shirts. 
There are plenty of store managers in Boston 
who would love to beat my skinny ass _ 

for simply loitering in front of their businesses 


lacking a vendor's permit. 
; : slaves to their dead-end jobs 


These jealous cocksuckers, 
have gotten together after work in a small group, 


marching up and down Newbury Street 


ripping down my fliers, phoning the police : : 
to complain about the “Frank’s Depression Poetry wi 
stickers and graffiti all over the city. ee 
en .. S 
pean ta Cea roe 
pe ae 


Summer of ’94, I hopped a Greyhound ended up in 


New York City, 

Slept in the street, 
went to punk shows, 
made a lot of friends, 
sold a ton of poetry, 


left my tag everywhere, 
then split for San Francisco. 


It’s the spring of 1995, 
been working on this book for 6 months 


when it’s finished I plan to go back to 
New York City for the summer 
If I succeed in having another great summer 


in the big apple 

I will return to San Francisco and look for a 
publisher to help 

fill you in on my depression. 


www 


whatdd yee 


Please fore i 


ICH fuckedup typing " a 


